The CouxrRVY Hovss. 


WRITTEN BY 


Sir John V anbrugb. 


VOLUME Taz SECOND. 
cOntainins, 


3 


The CONFEDERACY. A JouxNEVY to LoNDON. 
The MISTAKE. [The PrRovok'd Hus- 


BAND. 


9 Fry 
a2 an 


VV 


printed for Xs SHAW, in Dame-flreet, and II. 
CUTE DEAL in Caſile-ſreet, Bookſellers. 


MECCLXV. 


* 


gr 
* 


, 


r 


= 


ONFEDERAC 


PROL 0 0 L * f 
n by a n Poet, 


* Set, ! avhat Crime had my Father * 
you ſhould make à Poet of his Son 

Or ist 5 7 — great Services of bis, 

Yar: pleasi'd to compliment bis Bey———with this ? 
[Shewing his Crown of Laurel. 

De Honour, I muff xzeds confeſs, is great, 
75 with his Crown, you d tell him where to eat. 

Is e HI T have' more Complaints. lool here } © 


| _ [Shewing his ragged Chats 
-D'ye think this Suit good Winter on a. 

In a Harkge, Morning - wht——at a Lord's Oily 3,54 4: 
Hou you have let the Porter let me wait 
You'll-ſay, . you know I'd get no Harm, 
— me Fire enough t keep me warm. 

 AWorldoef BleJings to that Fire we o 
Without it Id ne er made this Princ 8 | 1 
I bave a Brother s, now in my fight, 

[Looking behind the Scenes. 

 Abuſy Man amoneft us here to-nigbt: 

Your- Fire has made bim Play a thouſand Pranks,” 

For which, no doubt, you ve had bis daily Thanks 3 

He at thank d you, firſt, for all bis decent Plays, 

Where he ſo nick d it, when be writ for Praiſe. 

Next for his meddling with ſome Folks in black, 

And bringing ——Souſe——a Prieft upon his Back * 

For building Hou 72 here oblige the Peers, 

And fetching all their Houſe about his Ears ; 

For a new Play, be as new thought fit to N 

Ti 0 fo doth the Town——cwhich tbey ill dann wig, 

Peſe Benefits are ſuch, no Man can doubt 


But ho Il go 2 and ſet your 2 „ ee | 


Til for Reward of all his noble Deeds, 
At laft, like other ſprightly Folks, he ſpeeds : 
Has this great Recompence fix'd on his Brow 
As fam d Parnaſſus ; has your leave to bow 7 5 
And walk about the Seer RE dogs I am 2700. | 
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MEN. 


Griph, re rich Money Mr. Leigh, | 


veners. Mr. Dogget. 


Moneytrap, 


: Dick, a Gameſter, Son to Mrs. Amlet. Mr. Booth, 
-. Braſs, his Com 3 85 for nis Mr 3 


alet de Cham 
Clip, a Goldimith. : Mr. Mimes. 
Teſſemin, F agg to Clariſſa. CEO ES 


WOMEN. 


7 5 1 2 great e Mus. 10 


intimate with Clariſſa, of the _ Mrs, Porter 
Humour. _ 
Corinna, Daughter to Gripe by a for- 


mer Wife, a good Fortune, young, . Mrs. Bradſhaw | ve 
and kept very *lok by her Father. c 


Hlippanta, Clarifſa's Maid. Mrs. . Bracegirdk. 


* Amdet, a Seller of all Sorts of n 
private Affairs to the Ladies. Mrs. Willis. 


Stag her Whoa Mrs. Baker. 
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ACT > nE 1. 
's E ® vs, carne. 108 157 
1 eu Her Ant and Mes, Olopgity mevting. | 
ad, * O 0 D-morrow Neighbour; good- mor- 
San X O, Neighbour Clageit ! How does all 
ot youre: Houſe this n ol 
nr: ES: Chg. Thank you kindly, Mrs le; 
bye A I at vou kind 135. how do you do, I 
Pia 
255 - 7 A1 We a rate,” | Neighbour, poor and boneſt: 
theſe are hard times good Jack 
| Clog. If they are hard with you, what are they with us ? 
You have a good Trade going, all the great Folks in. 
Town help you off with your Merchandife. 

1 . : es, they e an e wey ay 
Clos. And pay We be „ 215%4% 1 _ 1 21.8 
Au. For ſome {HERE | IO 
Chg. Well tis ""_ ts, "Mis; Ali, ey 2 are 

not as ready at one, as they are #t ther Por, be to 
wr a em, wy give very. d Rates. | | 


3 THE CONFEDERACY. 


Anl. O for that, let us do em Juſtice, Neighbour; they 
| never make two Words about -the: ie, 11 en el 
WE n the Day of Payment. 
== Chg. There's all the Diſpute, as you ſay. 1555 
1 “BZBut that's a wicked one: For my part, Neigh- 
—_ = bee Em juſt tir d off my Legs with trotting after em; 
1 © delides,- iteats out all our Profic.. Would you believe it, 
1 N egit, Le Horn out four Pair of Pattens, with 
_ © following my old # Lady Tout bfur, for one Set of falſe Teeth, 


and but three Pots of Paint. 
| . Clog. Look you there now. 
| | Au. If they wou'd but once let me get enough * 'em, 
1 to a Coach.to carry me a dunning aſter 'em, there 
1 would be ſome Conſcience in t. 
e Ay, that were ſomething. Buf now you talk of 
ES  Eoneience, Ms. Amiet, how do you ſpeed amongſt your 
3 Cuſtonters? 
503 My Guy Cuſtomers ! Now by my Truth, Neigh- 
bour, between the City and the Court (with Reverence be 
it it ſpoken) there's not a ——to chooſe. My Ladies in 
_ the 7 1 in the Time spaſt, were as full of Gold as they 
were of Religion, and as punctual in their Payments as 
they were in tneir Prayers; but ſince they have ſet their 
Minds upon Quality, adieu one, adieu t'other, their Mo- \ 
ne erte eir Conſciences are gone, Heaven knows where. 
is not a Goldſmith's.: Wife to be found in Town, \ 
bos $ as hard- hearted as an ancient, Judge, and as poor TE 
2 towering Dutcheſs. _ . 5 
. But what the murrain have they t to With Quali- 
* y don't their Huſbands make em mind their Shops? 
>4ml; Their Huſbands! their Huſbands, ſay'ſt thou, 
e Alack, alack, they mind Weir Huſbands, 
>hbour, no more than they do a'Serm N 
_ by; Good-lack- a- day, that Women, born, of ſober Pa- 
1 . % "4 1 ls be prone to follow ill Examples But now 
1 we talk of Quality, when did you hear of your Son Rich- 
1 | N ard, Mrs. Anlet My Daughter Flipp ſays the met him 
_ t tber Day in a lac'd Coat, with three fine Ladies, his 
— B vi ootman at his heels, as gay as a Bridegroom., 
- Bn Aml. Toi it poſſible ? Ah the Rogue! Well, Neighbour, 
=  - all's well that Er well; but Dick E be we ere | 
= Clog. That were apity. 5 
1 4 Pity indeed; for he's a hope ful. young "Man to 
on ; but he Teach a Life Well Where . 
be has it, Heav'n knows; but they fay, he pay 's his Club - 


With the beſt of em. I have ſeen him but once theſe three 
65 | Months, | 


. 


6: 0 
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T H. E CONFEDERACY. <a” 9 

Months, Neighbour, and then the Varlet wanted Low w A vj 

but I bid him march, and march he did to ſome purpoſ 9 
for in leſs than an Hour, back comes my Gentleman in- | 

to the Houſe, walks to and fro in the Room, with his Wig 

over his Shoulder, his Hat on one Side, whiſtling. a Mi- 

nuet, and toſſing a Purſe of Gold from one Hand to t other, 
with no other Reſpect er mex bleſs us!) than if it had 

been an Orange. Sirrah, ſays I, where have you got that? 

He anſwers me never a N but ſets his Arms a-kimbo, 


cocks his _ Hatin my Face, turns about upon his un- 
a FROG Heel, as much as to * kiſs——and I've never 


et Eye on him fince. 
' Clog. Look you there now; to ſee what the Youth « of 

this Age are come to | 12 5 

Aml. See what they will come to, Neighbour. - Heaven 

- ſhietd us, I ſay ; but Dic#'s upon the gallop. Well, I muſt 

bid you good-morrow ; I'm going where I doubt 1 ſhall 

meet with a ſorry Welcome. | 1 
Clog. To get in ſome old Debt, 1 1 warrant you. | 
Anl. Neither better nor worſe. © 


Clog. From a Lady of Quality ? | 
Aml. No, ſhe's but a Scrivener's Wife; 5 but 3 as | 


well, and pays as ill, as the ſtatelieſt Counteſs of em all. 
Li. feveral ys 


Enter Braſs ſolus £ 


3 Well, ſurely thro? the World's wide Extent, t 13 
never appeared 'fo impudent a Fellow as my School-fellow 
Diel, to paſs himſelf upon the Town for a Gentleman, 
drop into all the beſt Company with an eaſy Air, as if his 
natural Element were in the Sphere of Quality; when the 
Rogue had a Kcttle-Drum to his Father, who was hang'd 
for robbing a Church, and has a Pedlar to his Mother, 
who carries her Shop under her Arm. But 221 he ones. 5 


Enter Dick. 


Dick. Well, Bra af what News ? fra thou given my Sn 78 


Letter to Flippanta 
_ Braſs. Lm but juſt come; I han'tknock*'d at the Door 
yet. But I have a damn d Piece of News for Fo: 1 
- Dich. As how? | 
Braſs. We muſt quit this Country.” | 
Dick, We'll be hang d firft, © 


ear 80 you will it Tu A e | 
As RES 


* er CONFEDERAC OY. 


| Dick Why, what's the matter 
There's a Storm a coming. 
| 8 From whence ? _ 
5 "Beg From the worſt point in the Compaſs, the Law. 
on The Law | Why what have I to do with the Law? 
Fraß. Nothing, and therefore MN Mes | 
£ with Jou. 
Dick. Explain. 
Bu. You know you 1 young Fellow at Pic- 
. quet t 'other Day, of the Money he had to raife his Com- 
an 
8 N Dick. Well, what then ? 
Braſs. Why, he's ſorry he loſt it. 
5 12 Who doubts that? 
Braſs. Ay, but that is not all, he's ſuck; A Fool to think 
_ ;efcomplaining ont. 
Dieck. Then I muſt be fo ien his tek. 
Braſs. How? 
5 880 Give him a little back; if that won't do, Rran- 
e him. 
95 Braſs. You are very quick i in your Methods. 
Dick. Men muft be ſo that will diſpatch Buſineſs. 
Brass. Hark you, Colonel, your Father dy'd in's Bed? 
"BY He might have done, if he had not been a Fool. 
Braſs. Why, he robb'd a Church. * 0 
2 Ay, but he forgot to make ſure of the Sexton.  \ 
,.-. Braſs.” Are not you a great Rogue: | | g 
Dick. Or I ſhould wear worle Clothes. 
3 Hark you, I would N you to change 1 


Dick. And turn Ballad Singer. 
Braſs. Not ſo neither. 
Dick. What then ? 
"* Braſs. Why, if you can get this young Wench, re- 
Form, and live honeſt. | 
Dich. That's the way to be ſtarv'd. 
"Braſs. No, ſhe has Money enough to buy you : a good 
Place and pay me into the Bargain for helping her to fo 
good a Match. You have but this Throw left to fave 
you, ſor yau are not wworant, Voungſter, that your Mo- 
rals begin to be pretty well known about Town; have a 
care your noble Birth and your honourable Relations are 
not diſcover'd too : there needs but that to have you toſs d 
| in a Blanket, for the Entertainment of the firſt Company 


ar e yu intrude into; and then, like a dutiful Son, 0 
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THE/CONFEDERACY. as 
u may daggle about with your Mother, and ſell Paint + 
| — old 8 and wants ſomebody to carry ber 
Goods after her. How like a Dog will you look, with a 
Pair ef plod Shoes, - your Hair crop'd up to your Ears, 
and a Band-box under your Arm? - - 
Diet. Why faith, Ba, T think thou” art in de gh 
ont; I muſt fix my Affairs quickly, or Madam Ferme 
. will be playing ſome of her Biteh Tricks with te © There- 
fore I'll tell thee what we 11 do; we'll purſue e od 
Rogues Daughter heartily el chest his Family to | 
Le way and they Yhall 5 132 the reſt of Mankind. 
| Have at her then, I'll about your Sul pre- > 


eek 
Dick. One ae —and Succeſs attend wee. 8 
Hs | 10 Exit Dick. 
Braſs. A gwe . Rogue=——IWell, 1 ſay nd ing. But 
when I have 4 the Thing inte a geod Poſture, he ſhall 
ſign and ſeal, or 1 have him tumbled out of the Houſe 
like a Cheeſe. Now for . vie Tow knvoks, 1 | 


Enter Flippanta. . EF og eas ; 4 


Flip. Who's that? bref, e hen ein OL 
Braſs. Flippania TA NET 

Flip. What want you, Rogue's 8 Face? * 5 
Sat. Is your Mictreſs dreſs d? E 

Flip. What, already ? Is the Fellow enk e et 

Braſs. Why, with reſpect to her e it's 
almoſt two. 

Flip, What then, Fool 8 

Braſs. Why then it's Time for the Mi fireſs-0f he 
Houſe to come down, and look after her Family. 

Nip. Prythee don't be an Owl. Thoſe that go- e Bed 
at Night may rife in che Morning; 1 © "ei in 
the Morning riſe in the Afternoon. | 

Braſs. When does the make her Viſus chen * 

Flip. By Candle-Light ; it helps off a muddy Complexi- | 
on; we Women hate inquiſitive Sunſhine ; But do you 


know that my Lady is going to turn godd Houſewife ? 2 * 
Braſe. What, is ſhe going to die : gat f e 3 
„Ri., Die! | : 

x | Braſfs.. Why, that” 8 the only way to fave Money forher ” 
a mil. | | 
ae No; but a. has thought of. a Poet to Sov | 

| Chai Hire. ER 14 ": 5 


farm: As io * 765 
Flip. 


* 2 | „„ | 
ay THE CONFEDERACY. | 
£ - Flip. Why, all the Company ſhe us'd to keep abroad ſhe 

no intends ſhall meet at her own Houſe. our Maſter 
Adi d her to ſet up a Baſſet- Table. 

Braſs. Nay, if he advis d her to it, it's right; but has 
he acquainted her Huſband with it yet?? 

3 9g nme; N the Company meet, he'll ſee 


Bra. Nay, that s true, as you ſay, he'll know it won 
: | noni 
Flip. Well, I muſt be gone; have you any Buſineſs 
"with m Lady ? 1 
. Braſs. Ves; as Ambaſſador from Araminta, I have a 
Letter for her. 
| Flip. Give it me. 6 
Braß. Hold and as firſt Miniſter of State to the 
Colonel, I have an Aﬀair to communicate to thee. 
Fu. What is't ? quick. 
5 Braſs. Why- — — he? 8 in love. 
Ni. With "what ? EPS | 
Braſs. A Woman——and her 3 together. 
Flip. Who is ſhe! 
Braſs. Corinna. | 
Flip. What wap'd he be at? 
Braſs. At her if eng 8 at leiſure. 


| Flip. Which wa \ 
© 1 He has ordered me to demand \ 


Braſs. Honoura 
"bu of thee in Marriage. 
Flip. Of me? | 
Braſs. Why, when a Man of Quality has a ann a, 
City Fo ortune, woud” | have him apply to her Father and 
Mother? | VS 15 : i ; i 
Flip. No. 
Braß. No, fol think : "Men of our End of the Town | 
are better bred than to uſe Ceremony. With a long Per- 
riwig we ftrike the Lady, with a you-know-what we ſof- 
ten the Maid; and when the Parſon has done his Job, we 
open the Affair to the Family. Will you ſlip this Letter 
into her Prayer-Book, my little Queen? It's a very paſſi- 
onate one It's ſeal'd with a Heart and a, ts oh 3 
you may ſee by that what he intends to do with himſe = 
Flip. Are there an Verſes i in it? If not 1 -won * touch 5 
I. 
| Braſs. Not one wor in Proſe, it 8 Jad 5 in Kims | 
- [ She takes PI 
Fin wen, Lut——have you br ought nant . 
Praf. . 
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THE CONFEDERACY: ug 
Braſs. God forgive me; I'm. the forgetfulleſt . 
1 a a Letter for you too here tig in a Purſe, 
but it's in Proſe, you won't touch it. 77. 
Flip. Ves, hang it, it is not good to be 100 dainty. Tet 
Braſs. How uſeful a Virtue is Humility | Well, Child, 
we ſhall have an Anſwer to-morrow, ſhan't we? — 
Flip. I can't ty cj you that; — Ba young Gentle- 
woman is not ſo often in my way as ſhe would be. Her 
Father (who is a Citizen from the Foot to the Forehead of 
him) lets her ſeldom converſe with her Mother-in-law and 
me, for fear ſhe ſhould learn the Airs of a Woman of Qua- 
lity. But LIl take the firſt Occaſion: See there's my La- 
Oo 80 in and n your Letter to ** | 
| |  [Exeunt. 


8 C E N E, 4 Parbur. 
Enter Clariſſa, , follow'd by Flippanta and Braſs, 


| * Clar. No Meſſages this Morning from any body, Flip- 
Panta! Lard, how dull that is! O, there's Braſs / I did 
| Not ſee thee, Braſs. What News doſt thou bring? | 
| Braſs. Only a Letter from Araminta, Madam. 
Clar. Give it me open it för me, Flippanta, 1 
am ſo lazy to-day. [Sitting down. }] 
Braſs. [to Flip.) Be ſure now you deliver my Maſter's 
as 1 as I do this. 
Flip. Don't trouble thyſelf, I'm no Novice. 
Clar. (to Braſs.) Tis well, there needs no e 
ſince ſhe'll be lere ſo ſoon. 
Braſs, Your Ladyſhip has no farther Commands then ? 
Clar, Not at this tune, honeſt 8 e $f 


[Exit Braſs, 
4; Flip. Madam. 


Clar. My Huſband's in Love. : . 
Flip. In Love? | XS 6. 
Clar. With Araminta.. 25 
Flip. Im poſſible 
4 This Letter from 3 is to give me an Account 
of it. 5 | 
Flip. Methinks you are not very much alarm'd. 
7 Cy x No; thou know'ſt I'm not much tortur'd with 
ealo | 
Hip. Nay 75 you are much in the right on't, Madam; 
for Jealouſy's. a City-Paſſion, tis a thing unknown a- 
re People of Quality, «a 2 
ar. „ 


— a 
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Clay. By! a Woman muſt indeed be of a mechanick 
\Slould; who is either troubjed or pleas'd -with any thing 
her Huſband can de to her. yer mortron him no 
more; tis the dulleſt Theme. 

0 "Tis ſplenetick indeed. But when once you open 
gi 1 nepe chat Wan e out of your 


Nos © Clay. Alas, er 
' Wo How ſo? . | © 
Why, I have W ee Day 150 OE Night 
* and four-and-twenty Hours, thou know'ſt, is 
enough to make one weary of- any thing. 

Nip. Now, by my Conſcience, you have more Woman 
in you than all your ger together. : 8, WW ever know what 
you would have. 

- —- Clar. Thou ane the Thing quitez 1 always know 
what 1 Tack, but I am never-pleas'd with what I have. 
The Want of a thing is perplexing enough, but the Poſ- 
ſeſſion of it is intolerable. 

Hp. Well, I don't know what you are wade #f; but 

. other Women would think themſelves bleſt in your Cafe; 5) 

. handſome, witty, : lov'd by every body, and of ſo happ 

2 Compofure, to care a Fig for no- body. Vou bare 4 
one Paſſion, but that of your Pleaſures, and you have in 
me u Servant devoted to all your Deſires, let then be as 9 
extravagant as they will: Vet all this is nothing; you can 
_ be out of Humour. 

Car. Alas, I have but too much Cauſe. * 

Flip. Why, what have you to complain of? 4 | 

© Clary. Alas, I have more Subjects for Spleen than "BY, 2 
Is it not a moſt horrible thing that T 14 be but a 
Scrivener's Wife? Come, don't flatter me, 
don't you think Nature deſign! d me for ſomething Plus 
eleve. © 

Flip. Nay, that's certain; but on the other ſide, me- 
thinks, you ought to be in ſome meafure content, ſince 

you live like a Woman of Quality, tho“ you are none. 
ur. O fy! the very Quinteſſence of it is wanting. 

Flip. What's that? 5 

Clar. Why, I dare abuſe no- body: I'm afraid to af. 5 

front People, tho' I don't like their Faces; or to ruin 
their Reputations, tho they pique me to it, by taking ever 
5 much Pains to preſerve *em: I dare not raiſe a Lye of 
"a Man, tho' he neglects to make Love to me; nor report - 
7M Woman to be a Fool, tho' ſhe's handfomer than. 10 0 
n 


— ey — 


1 eee — 
* ws wy 8 8 — 1 * 
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In mort, I dare not ſo much as bid my Footman kick bs 
People out of Doors,” tho" they come to ON me for wank I 
one them. 

** All this is very hard indeed. 

Ah, Flippanta, the 8 1 quali are of an 
akable Value. | | 

2 They are of ſome Uſe, I muſt confely; but. we 
muſt not expect to have every thing. You have Wit and 
Beauty, and a Fool to your Hufband : Come, come, Ma- 
dam, that's a good Portion for one. 

Clar. Alas, t ifies Beauty and. Wit, when one 
dares neither jut the Men, nor abuſe the Women ? Tis a 
ſad thing, N when Wit's conkin'd, tis worſe than 
the riſing of Lights ; T have been fornetimes almoſt 
choak'd with Scandal, and durſt not e it up for want 
of being a Counteſs. „ 

Flip. Poor Lady _ | 

Clar. O! Liberty is a qa a Fe ; it's a 

great help in Converſation to have leave to ſay what one 
Will hive ſeen a Woman of Quality, who has net had 
one Grain of Wit, entertain a whole Company the moſt 
agreeably in the World, only with her Malice. But tis 
in vain to repine, I can't mend my Condition, til my Huſ- 
band dies: ſo III ſay no more on't, but think of making 
the moſt of the State I am in. 

Flip. That's your beſt way, Madam; and in order to 
it, pray conſider how you'll get ſome ready Money to ſet 
your Baſſet Table going; for that's neceſſary. 

Clar. Thou ſay'ſt true; but what Trick I ſhall play my 
Huſband to get ſome, I Goa? t know.: For my Pretence of 
loſing my Diamond Necklace has put the Man into ſuch a 
Paſſion, I'm afraid he won't hear Reaſon, 

Flip. No matter 4 he begins to think tis loſt in earneſt: 
So I fancy you may venture to ſell it, and raiſe Money 
that way 
Clar. That can't be, for A Vas left odious Notes with all 

the Goldſmiths in Town. 

Flip. Well, we muſt pawn it then. 

Clar. Tm quite tir” 4 with dealing with theſe Pawn- 

| brokers. _- 

FHlip. I'm afraid you' continue-the Trade a great 1 
for all that. eee 


N T 
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| - Madam, there” s the Woman 1 that Kelle Paint 
and atches, Iron Bodice, falſe Teeth, and all forts of. 
things to the Ladies; I can't think of her Name. 
Flt. Tis Mrs. Amet, ſhe. wants Money. 
Clar. Well, I han't enough for myſe f, it's an unrea 
' -fonable thing ine mould think I have any for her. 
Fi. She's a troubleſome jade. | 
Aar. So are all People that come a dunning. f 
Nip. What will you do with her? 
Char. I have juſt now thought on't. She's very rich, 
gs Woman is, Fi Ippanta, Pl borrow ſome. Money of 
B 
Flip. Borrow! Sure you jeſt, Madam. ts 
- _ Clay, No, I'm in earneſt; I 15 thee Commiſſion to do 
ũt for me. 55 
Flip. Me! 
_  Olar, Why doſt thou ſtare, and look ſo Aer ? Don't 
I ſpeak to be underſtood ? 
Flip. Yes, I underſtand you well enough; but Mrs. 
Clar. But Mrs. Amlet muſt lend me ſome Money, where 
we T have any to pay her elſe? | 
. Fhat's true; I never OUR of that truly. But \ 


Enter Mrs, Bae 


"hs How * do? How d'you do, Mrs. all 7 
I han't ſeen you theſe thouſand Years, and yet I believe I'm 
down in your Books. 

"Aml. O, Madam, I don't come for that, alack. 
"0; Gcod-morrow, Mrs. Amlet. | 


. Aml. Good-morrow, Mrs. Flippanta. 
Clar. How-much am I indebted to you, Mrs. Amlet ? 


Anl. Nay, if your Ladyſhip defires to ſee your Bill, I 
believe I may have it about me. There, Madam, if it 
bent too much Fatigue to you to look it over. 1 

Clar. Let me fee it, for I hate to be in Debt, ic "IR: 
am obliged to pay. [Aſide.] [Reads] Imprimis, ' For 
boiftering out the Counteſs of Cramp's teft * fy, 

this daes not belong to me. | 

Anl. I beg your Ladyſhip's Pardon. I miſtook n 7 


1 A Counteſs's "Bill I have writ out to Iced gh | 
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furniſh'd her two Years ago with three Pair of Hips, and 
am not paid for them yet: But ſome are better Cuſtomers 
than ſome. There's your Ladyſhip's Bill, Madam. 

Clar. For the Idea & a new-invented Comod 
Ay, this may be mine, but tis of a prepoſterous length. 
22 think I can waſte time to read every Aaee, * | 
t? I'd as lief read a Sermon. | 
_——_ Alack-a-day,. there's no need of fatiguing your- 
ſelf at that rate; caſt an Eye only if your Honour pleaſes, | 
upon the Sum Total. 
Clar, Total; fifty- fix pounds and odd things. 
Flip. But fix and fifty Pounds! | | 
Al. Nay, another body would have made it twice as 
yd 4 5 but there's a Belag goes along with a moderate 
rofit. 

Car. Flip anta, go to my Caſhier, let him give you 
ſix and fifty Pounds. Make hafte : : Don't. you hear me ? 
ſix and fifty Pounds, Is it ſo difficult to be comprehended. 
Fliß. No, "Madam, * ge erer fix and fifty 
Pounds, but 

Clar. But go and fetch it then. 

Flip. What ſhe means, I don't A ; 44 but . 
: ſhall, I ſuppoſe, before 1: bring her the Money. 
15 1 (Exit Flip. 
ur. [Setting ber Hate 46 A Pocket-Glaſt. ] 
Trade you follow gives you a great dei] of Trouble, Mre. 

Met. 

Aml. Aa. a Worldof Pain, Madam, and yet 
there's ſmall Profit, as your Honour ſees by your Bill. 
Clar. Poor Woman L Sometimes you have great Loiſes, 


Ep Mrs. Amlet. © 


Auml. I have two thouſand Pounds owing me, of which 
I ſhall never get ten Shillin 
Clar. Poor Woman ! 00 have a great Charge 0! * Chil- 
_ dren, Mrs. Amlet ® * 
Aml. Only one wicked Rogue, Madam, . 1 mos 
will break my Heart. 
Clar. Poor Woman! 
Anl. He'll be hang d, Madam that will be the End of 
him. Whers he gets it, Heav'n knows ; but he's Aways 
ſhaking his Heels with the Ladies, and his Elbows with 
the Lords. He's as fine as a Prince, and as gim as the 
beſt of them; but the ungracious Rogue tells ali he comes 
near that his Mother is dead, and I am but his * | 
Ger Poor Woman ! | 5 
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© ml. Alas, Madam, he's like the reft of the World; 
every body is for appearing! to be more than they are, and 
that ruins all. 
Clar. Well, Mrs. Amlet, you'll excuſe me, 1 liaye a 
little Buſineſs,” Flippanta will bring you your Money pre- 
ſently. Adieu, Mrs. Amlet. TExit Clarifla, 
Aml. I return your Honour many Thanks [S:a.] Ah, 
there's my good Lady, not ſo much as read her Bill; if 


the reſt were like her, I fhonldſoon have DISNEY enough to 
go as fine as Dick bimfelf, 


Enter Dick. | 


© Dick, Sure —_—_ muſt have given my Let*& by this 
time 3 [A/ide.) to know 06 ir fol received, 
Au. Meng hat do I fret _ 

Dick, Fiends and Hags— the Witch my Mother ! 
Anl. Nay, 'tis he! ah, my poor Dick, what art Won 
doing here! 1 

Piel. What a Misfortune——[ 4/ide. | 

Anl. Good Lard! how bravely deck d thou art. But 
; it's all one, I am thy Mother till ; and tho' thou art a 
wicked Child, Nats win ſpeak, I love thee ſtill; ah, 
Dick, my — Dick, [ Embracing bim. 
Dick. Blood and Thunder! wil you rum me? Re 
n. from her.) 
Aml.' Ah, = blaſphemous Rogue, how he bears! | 
Pick. 'You deftroy all my Hopes. 0 
Auml. Will your Mother's Kiſs deſtroy you, Valet! * 
Thou art an ungracious Bird; kneel down, and afk me 
Bleſſin 1 

Dick. Death and Furies? 

Aml. Ah, he's a er young Man, * hit 1 "TM 
he has: ah, poor En it. Running to embrace bim, he 
1 awviding her.] | 

Dick. Oons, keep off, the Woman s mad. If any body | 

comes, my Fortune's loſt. | 
Al. What Fortune, ha? ſpeak, Graceleſs. Ah Dick, * 
thou'ſt be hang 4 d, Dick. | 

__ Good, dear Mother, now, donꝰt call me ' Dick 


0. Not call thee, Dick! Is it not thy Name? What 
mall 1 call thee ? Mr. Amlet? ha! Art not thou a pre- 
ſumptuous Raſcal ? Hark you, Sirrah, 1 hear of 2 
Tricks; you diſown me for your Mother, and fay 
y dur N 8525 Is not this true? 
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Dick. No, I love you; I reſpect you; {Taking ber 

Hens ] Jam all Duty. But if you diſcover me here, you 
ruin the faireſt Proſpect that Man ever had. 


Al. What Profpe&t ? ha! Come, this is a Lye now. 
Dick. No, my honour'd Parent, what I ſay is true, I'm 


about a great Fortune. T'll bring you home a Daughter- 


in-law, 1n a Coach and fix Horſes, if you"ll. but be quiet; 


I can't tell you more now. 


Aml. Is it poſſible ! 
Dick. Tis true, by Jupiter. 
Anl. My dear Lad 


« Dick. Per Heaven's ſake 


Aml. But tell me, Dick 
3 T follow you home in a omen, and tell you 

Al. What a Shape is there 

Dick, Pray, Mother, go. | 

Anl. I muſt receive ſome Money here firſt, which mall | 
20 for thy Wedding Dinner. | 

Dick, Here's ſomebody — S'death, ſhe'll 1 vetra 
me. 


Enter Flippanta, {He makes Signs to bis Mother. 1 


Dick. Good-morrow, dear Piippanta z how do all the 

Ladies within ? | 

. e At your Service, Colonel ; as far at leaſt as my In- 

tere ; 
Anl. Colonel Law you now, how Dick's reſpected ! 

[ Afide. 


Dicl. Waiting for thee, Fiippanta, I was making Ac- 


quaintance with this old Gentlewoman here. 
Aml. The -pretty Lad, he's as impudent as a Page. 


LA 

Dick. Who is this good Woman, Hppanta? 
Hip. A Gin of all Trades; an old daggling Cheat, that 
hobbles about from Houſe to Houſe to bubble the Ladies 


of their Money. I have a ſmall Buſineſs of yours in my | 
Pocket, Colonel. | 


Dick. An Anſwer to my Letter ? 
Ftp. So quick indeed No, it's your Letter itſelf. 
Dick. Haſt thou not given it then yet? 
Flip. I han't had an Opportunity; but *twon't be long 
Giſt. Won't you go in and ſee my Lady? 
Dick. Yes, TI'l I go make her a ſhort Viſit, But, dear 
5 Ffpanta, 


\ 
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ns: don t forget i My Life and Fortune a are in your 
ands 5 
Flip. Neer fear, Tl take Care of em. 
Alm. How he traps em; let Dict alone. [Afde.] 
Dick. Your Servant, good Madam. [To his Metber. 7 | 
[Exit Dick. 
N Anl. Your Honour s moſt devoted, A pretty, civil, 
well-bred Gentleman this, Mrs. Flippanta. * who 
may he be ? EE, 
lip. A Man of great Note 3 Colonel Shapel We. 3555 
1 Al. * ogg have beard mo wel him indeed, 
but never ſaw him before: One ma m ra 
age” of him : He's a fine Man — 2 ; — 
Flip. I think you're in love with him, Mrs. Amlet. 
Amt. Alas, thoſe Days are done with me; but if I were 
as fair as I was once, and had as much Money as ſome 
Folks, Colonel Shapely ſhould not cath Cold for want of 
-'a Bedfellow, I love your Men of Rank, they have 
png in their Air does ſo diſtinguiſh 'em from eRaſ- 
calit | 
Flip. People of Quality are fine Things indeed, Mre. yg 
Amlet, if they had but a little more Money ; but for want 
of that, they are forc'd to do Things their great Souls ate 
a tham'd of, For Example—here's my — e oy 1 
| 0 but fix and fifty Pounds AN 
Tipe wall ad the h b her 155 
Flip. Well, and ſhe has it not to ou. 5 
> How can that be ? 1 Pay yo 2 | 
+ Flip. I don't know; her Caſh-keeper's out of Hurhour, A 
"he ſays he has no Money. | 
 Aml. What a preſumptuous Piece of Naa is a Caſh- 
Keeper ! Tell his Lady he has no Mone 1 Now, Mrs, 
2 you may ſee his Bags are full by his being fo 


. Flo. If they are, there's no Help fort; he 1 do-what 
he pleaſes, till he comes to make up his yearly Accounts, 
Aml. But Madam plays ſometimes, ſo when ſhe has good 
£ Fortune, ſhe may pay me out of her Winnings. 35 
Flip. O ne'er lin of that, Mrs. Amlet : if ſhe had 
won a thouſand Pounds, ſhe'd rather die in a Gaol, than 
pay eff a Farthing with it; Play-Money, Mrs. Amiet, 
e People of Quality, is a ſacred Thing, and not to 
| rofan'd. Tis conſecrated to their Pleaſures, "twould 
be 2 to pay their Debts with it. 
Am. read what ſhall we do then? For I han 't one Penny a 
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Flip. ll tell you it juſt now comes in my 
Head : I know my Lady has a little Occaſion for Money at 

this time; ſo——if you lend her——a hundred Pounds 

8 you ſee, then the may pay you your fix and fifty out 


of it. 
Aml. Sure, Mrs. Flippanta, you think to make a Fool 


of me. 

Flip. No, the Devil fetch me if I do——You mall have 
a Diamond Necklace in Pawn. - 

Aml. O ho,:a Pawn ! That's another Caſe. And 
when muſt ſhe have this Money ? - 4 
Flip. In a Quarter of an Hour. | 
- Aml.. Say no more. Bring the Necklace to my Houle, 
it ſhall be ready-for vou. . 

Flip. T'll be with you in a Moment. 5 

Anl. Adieu, Mrs. "wy wee. 
"i _—_ Mars. 


[Exit Amlet. 
2 fola. | 


80— this a Maney will make us at happy. my 


fore ſhe has been twice at her Prayers. So much the 


never Wench got into ſo hopeful a place: Here's a For- 
tune to be ſold, a Miſtreſs to be debauch'd, and a Maſter 


Husband, I deſerve to die 1 a and a Be 
Eren. 


ACT II. 8CENE, Mr. Gripe's Houſe, \ 
Enter Clariſſa and Dick. 


crack'd Chymi iſt. 
Dick. My Head, Madam, is full of: your Husband. 
Clar. The worſt Furniture for a Head in the Univerſe; 


Araminta. 
RA. 


Spring will ſet our Baſſet Table ing, and that's a Wheel 
will turn twenty others. My Lady's young and hand- 
fome ; ſhe'll have a dozen Intrigues upon her Hands, be- 


better; the more the Griſt, the Feher the Miller. Sure 


Clar. 1 AT in the Name of Dulneſs i is 8 matter 
with you, Colonel ? You are as ſtudious as a 


Dick. I am thinking of his Paſſion for your Friend 
Clar. Paſſion ear Colonel, give it a leſs violent : ] 


to be ruin'd. If I don't feather my Neſt, and get's a —_ 


"7 4 
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Eater Beals. 


| 1 Well, Six, what want. you? 
Braſs. The Affair I told you of * — in + Dick, 


gfe.) There's an Action out, 
Dick. The Devil there is 15 
lar. What News brings Braf 7 
Dick. Before Gad I can't tell, Madam; the Dog will, 
never ſpeak out. My Lord what-d' ye-cal- him © waits 
for me at my Lodging; Is not that it? 


Braſs. Yes, Sir. 
Dic. Madam, 4 ask your Pardon. 
Clar. Your Servant, Sir. 3 Dick and Brag. 


_ 1 [She fats 1 prod 
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A Jeflmin, : 


Jeſ. Madam. 
Clar. Where's Corinna 2 Call her to me, if her Fas 


| ther han't lock'd her up: I want her Company. 
Je. Madam, her Guitar-Maſter is with her. 

. Pſha.! ſhe's always taken up with her i we 
Guitar-Man. Flippanta ſtays an Age with that old Fool, 6 
Mrs. Amet. And Araminta, before ſhe can come. | 

„abroad, is ſo long a placing her C uet-Patch, that I 
muſt be a Vear without Company. How inſupportabſe 
is a Moment e Uneaſineſs to a Woman n and 


Pleaſure! 


Enter Flippanta. 79 10 0 


Clar. O, art thou come at la f.? Pr'ythee, Flippanta, 


learn to move a little quicker, thou know'ſt how impa- 


tient I am. 
Flip. Ves, when you expect Money : If you had ſent 


me to. buy a Prayer-Book, you'd have thought 1 had 


flown 
Clar. Well, haſt thou brought me any, after all? 
Flip. Ves, I have brought ſome. T ere, [giving / 
a purſe] the old Hag has ſtruck off her Bill, the xeſt is | 
in that Purſe. 
Clar. Tis well; but take care, Fiiypanta, wy Huf⸗ 
band don't ſuſpedt any thing of this, twould vex him, 
and I don't love to make him uneaſy: So I would fare 
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bio: theſe: Hale wet nee 
his Knowledge. 
See the; Fendeanefs. he has for bin, and yot 


he's ; always complaining of you. 


is a growling Animal. 
Flip. Ho enattiy you define - dem 


üts mours. I wiſh: he wou'd quarrel with angry un 


tle, to. paſs away the Time, for I find, myſelf in a vio- 


lent Spleen. 


Flip. Why, th: you pleaſe to drop younſels. i in his way, 9985 


. ſix: to four but he ſcolds one Rubber with you 


Clar. Ay, but thou know'ft he's as uncertain as the 


Wind, and if, inſtead of quarrelling with me, he ſhou'd 
chanadete the fac; he'd 2405 me as ſick, ag; a Dog. 


Flip, 16 e's kind, vou mut provoke, him, if he” lade 


yon, ſpit in his Face. 


Clar. Alas, when Men are in the kiſſing Vit, (like 


* Lap-Dogs) they take that for a Favour. 
* 3 Fi. Nay, then I don't know what you'll do MES "Hm 


23 da I'll e'en do ee 8% Fw. with e 
wo, pania. [Yawning.} 
"2 Flip. Madam. F 
T: Clar. My Hood! and Scauf, and a Coach to the Door. | 


Flip. Mhx, whither are you going? 


ney, ſince I have it. 
Hip. Why, you want nothing that I know aus 


Wane of troy bought things becauſe, ſhe wanted 
ha ae ways diſtinguiſhes itſelf; and therefore, as 
the. me 


things becauſe they have not -Occation for em. Now. there, 


has Breeding, and one OFT none. O ho, here's Ara- 
ae our ial, N 5 | 


21 i 


& 7 : 1 
. on 4 OBE Eat; Araminta, > 


Car. 125 kata tedious while you bern lat me Apo 
you L vas afraid you were not well; 1 do to- 


ny 
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Clar. Fis the Nature: o ne b Huus 


Car. Ot TK n 1 
l. my poor Wretch diverts me ſometimes. with, his ill 1 1 


Clar. I can't tell yet, but I wou'd go ſpend forue a- - 
Clar. Hom aukward an Objection now is that, a8 if a 
ick N= buy things, becauſe; they have Oe- 


caſion for em, you ſee Wee Sh of Rank always buy- 
Flippanta,. you ſer the Difference between a Woman that 


1:23 
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Aram. As well as a Woman can do, that has tee! 
all Night, 
Flip. Methinks, Madam, you are pretty well awake, 
however. | 
Aram. O, tis not a little thing will make a Woman of | 
my Vigour look drowſy. | 

Clar. But, pr'ythee, what was't diſturb'd you 7 
Aram. Not your Huſband, don't trouble yourſelf 3 at 
leaſt, I am not in love with him yet: >: - 

Clar. Well remember'd, I had quite forgot that Mat- 
ter. I wiſh you much Joy, you have made a noble Con- | 
queſt indeed. | 

Aram. But now I have fubdu'd the Count pray is it 
. my keeping? You know "ho Cound, you have | 

d it. 

w/o A barren Soil, Heaven can tell. 

Aram. Yet if it were well cultivated, it would produce 
ſomething to my Knowledge. Do you know *tis in 
Power to ruin this poer T hing of yours ? ? His whole uns | 
is at my Service. 

Flip. Cods-fiſh, ſtrike him, Madam, and let my Lad 
Fan our Halves. There's no Sin in plundering a TY 

„ ſo his Wife has ſhare of the Booty. TO 

Aram. Whenever ſhe gives me her Orders, I mall ve. 
very ready to obey em. 

(lar. Why, as odd e e ſuch a Pro ject may w 

| Araminta, I believe I ſhall have a little ſer-ous Diſcourk 
with you about it. But, pr'ythee, tell me how you have 
paſs'd the Night ? For I am fure your Mind wy been 9 0 
ing upon ſome pretty thing or other. 

Aram. Why, I have been ſtudying all the ways my | 
Brain could produce toplague my Huſband. 

Clar. No Wonder indeed you look ſo freſh this Morn- 

1 ing, after the SutiofaCtion of ſuch ne Ideas a 
Night. 

. Why, can a Woman do leſs than ſtudy Miſ- 
chief, when ſhe has tumbled and toſs d herſelf into a Burn- 
ing Fever, for want of Sleep, and ſees a Fellow lie 
ſnoring by her Side, ſtock- ſtill, in a fine breathing Sweat? 

Car. Now ſee the Difference of Women's T empers : 
If my Dear wou'd make but one Nap of his whole Life, 
and only waken to make his Will, I ſhou'd be the hap- 
pieſt Wife in the Univerſe. © But we Il diſcourſe more df 
theſe Matters as we go, for I muſt make a Tour anong 
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1 I haye a Coach waits at the Door, wel talk of . 


em as we rattle along. 
Glar. The beſt Place in Nature, for you know a Hacks | 


* [Exit 29 had PL 
Flip. [ ſola. What a pretty little Pair of amiable Per. 


ſons are there gone to hold a Council of War to ther { 


wh bf Birds! What wou'd they do with their Time, if 


Prog ing their Huſbands did not help *em to Employment! 
ell, 


Idleneſs be the Root of all Evil, then Matrimo- 


ny's good for ſomething, for it ſets many a Woman 


to work. But here comes Miſs. I hope I ſhall help her 


into the Holy State ioo ere long. And when ſhe's once 


there, if ſue don't play her Part as well as the beſt of © 
em, I'm miſtaken.” Han't I loſt the Letter I'm to give © 
et No, here tis; ſo, now we ſhall ſee how pure 

ith her, for Art ſhe knows nons 


yet. * 
7 Beſs Corinna. 7 


cur. What: ECT) my Mother in-law want with me, 

Fli ai? They tell me, ſhe was aſking for me. 
p. She's juſt done out, ſo 1 ſuppoſe 'twas 20 NE 
Buſineſs. | 

Cor. Then III go into m Chamber again. | 

Flip. Nay, hold a little if you pleaſe. T have ſome Bu- 
ſineſs with you myſelf, of more Concern than what ſhe had 
to ſay to you. 

Cor. Make haſte then; Cap you "IF Father won't 
let me keep you Company; he ſays, you? Ie 1 me. 

FHlip. I ſpoil you! He's an unworthy Man to give 10 
ſuch ill Impreſſions of a Woman of my Honour. 

Cor. Nay, never · take it to Heart, FI, ippauta, for 1 don t 
believe a Word he ſays. But he Wes ſo plague me with 
his continual Scolding, I'm almoſt weary of my Life, | 

Flip. Why, what is't he finds fault with ? ? 

Cor. Nay, I don't know, for I never mind him; when 


1 bs has babbled for two Hours to ether, methinks I have 
heard a Mill going, chat's all. It does not at all change 


my Opinion, Hlippania, it only makes my Head ach. 
Was þ Nay, -if you can 'bear it ſo, you. are bot de be 
ſo much 51 thought. 
. Not pity'd Why is it not a miſerable thing, duch a 
| young Cars as Fam ſhould be kept in perpetual. :Soli- 
0085 2 5 e en, but a 5 05 of 7 a 
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bling Maſters, to teach me Geography, Arithmetic, Phi- 
loſophy, and a thouſand uſeleſs Things? Fine Entertain- 
ment, indeed, for a young Maid at ſixteen! methinks 
-vne's Time might be better employ'd. 


- 


Flip. Thoſe things will improve your Wit. 5 
Cor. Fidcle, faddle; han't I Wit enough already? M 
Mother-in-law has learn'd none of this Trumpery, and 3s 
not ſhe as happy as the Day is long? ER 

Flip. Then you envy her, I find? . 
Cor. And well I may. Does ſhe not do what ſhe has a 


mind to, in ſpite of her Huſband's Teeth? 


Flip. Look you there now [4/ide] if ſhe has not already 
eonceived that, as the ſupreme Bleſſing of Life. wor 


Cor. Tl tell you what, Flippanta ; if my Mother-ine 
law would but 
end let me keep her Company, I'd rebel againſt -my Father 
to morrow, and throw all my Books in the Fire. Why, 
he can't touch a Groat of my Portion; do you know that, 


d by me a little, and encourage meg 


Flippanta ? 


Flip. 801 ſhall ſpoil her. Lide] Pray Heaven | 


the Girl don't debauch me. 


Cor. Look you: In ſhort, he may think what he pleaſes, _ 


he = think himſelf wiſe ; but Thoughts are free, and I. 
may think in my turn. I'm but a Girl, tis true, and 
Fool too, if you believe him; but let him know a folih 


Girl may make a wiſe Man's Heart ach; ſo he had as 


Now it's 0ut——— öê 


good be quiet 
Spirit, it's a Sign ſhe'll come to ſomething. 3 44 
Cor. Ah, Flippanta, if you wou'd but encourage mez 


Flip. Very well, I love to ſee a young Woman have = 


you'll find me quite another thing. I'ma deviliſh Girl in 
the Bottom; I wiſh you'd but let me make one amongſt. 5 
Flip. That never can be, till you ate marry d. Come, x 
examine your Strength a little. Do you think you durſt 


you. | 


venture upon a Huſband ? 


Cor. A Huſband ! Why a——if you wou'd but encou- 


rage me. Come, Flippanta, be a true Friend now. I'll 


give you Advice, when I have got a little more Experi- 
ence. Do you in your very Conſcience and Soul think 1 
am old enough to be marry'd ? . we 22 
. Flip, Old enough! Why you are Sixteen, are you not? 
Cor. Sixteen! I am Sixteen, two Months, and odd © 


» 


s, Woman, I keep an exact Account. 


Ni. The Deuce you are! e 


4 
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Cor. Why do you then truly and 5 think I am 
* ng Fo 

do, upon my Faith, Child. | 

| 2 Why then, to deal as fairly with you, Flippantn, 


as you do with me, I have thought fo any time theſe three 
Years. | 
Flip. Now I find you have more Wit than ever I 
thought you had; and to ſhew you what an Opinion I 
have of your Diſcretion, I'll ſhew you a thing I thought to 
have thrown in the Fire. 

Cor. What is it, for Jupiter's ſake? 

* Something will make your Heart chuck vithia 


5 My dear Flippanta ! 
"Gr. Wh hat do you think it is? 


Cor. I don't know, nor I don't care, but I'm mad to 


have i ik. 


Flip. It's a four corner'd Thing. 
Cor, What, like a Cardinal's Cap ? . 
Flip. No, tis worth a whole Conclave of em. How | 


dao you like it? [ Sheaving the Leiter.] 


Cor. O Lard, a Letter! Is there ever a Token 
in it? 

Flip. Ves, and a precious one too. There SA handſome 
young Gentleman's Heart. 

Cor. A handſome young Gentleman's Heart! [Afde. 1 
Nay, then it's time to look grave. 

Flip. There. 

Cor. I ſhan't touch it. 

Flip. What's the matter now ? 

Cor. I ſhan't receive it. PE. 

Flip. Sure you jeſt. | 
Cor. You'll find I don't. I underſtand myſelf neal 


| 2 to take Letters, when I don't know who they are 
m. 


Flip. I am afraid I commended your Wit tog ſoon. 

Cor. Tis all one, I ſhan't touch it, unleſs I know who 
it.comes from. 

Flip. Hey-day, open it, and you 'll fee. 1 

Cor. Indeed I ſhall not. | 

Hip. Well then I muſt return it where I had it. 

Cor. That won't ſerve your turn, Madam. My Father | 
muſt have an Account of this. | 

Flip. Sure yqu are not in earneſt ? 

Cor. You'll find I am. | Ra, 

| 2 2 I £3 
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25 THE CONFEDERACY. 1 
Flip. So, here's fine Work. This tis to deal with Cie 1 
| before they come to know the Diſtinction of Sexes. 


Cor. Confeſs who you had it from and perha foe | 
this once, I mayn't tell my Father. 5 he: 


Flip. Why then, fince it muſt out, *twas the Colonel: 1 
But why are Hes ſo ſcrupulous, Madam? 
Cor. Becauſe if it had come from any Bod elſe—1 


| would not have given a Farthing for K. ILTæwite it b 
eagerly out of ber Hand.] * 


Flip. Ah, my dear little Rogue Kiſſing . Vou 
frighten'd me qut of my Wits. © [ * . 
Cor. Let me read it, let me Nad it, let me read it, 


let me read it, I ſay. Um, um, um, Cupid's. um, um, 


um, Darts, um, um, um, Beauty, um, Charms, um, 


. 


e 


um, um, Augel, um, Goddeſs, um>——[Kifing the Letter. 


um, um, um, #rueft Lower, hum, um, Eternal Conflancy, 


um, um, um, Cruel, um, um, um, Racks, um, um, Tor- 
tures, um, um, fifty. Daggers, um, um, bleeding Heart, 


um, um, dead Max. Very well, a mighty civil Letter, 1 
promiſe you ; not one ſmutty Word i in it: III go lock it 
up in my Comb- box. | 


Well — but what does he ſay to you? Bd 


| Car. Not a Word of News, Fiappanta.; "tis all about 1 
Buſineſs. 
Flip. Does he not tell you he's in Love with you a * | 


Cor.” Ay, but he told me that before. 

Flip. How ſo? He never ſpoke to you. 

Cor. He ſent me Word by his Eyes. 

Flip. Did he ſo? mighty well. I thought . 


kf, - to learn that Language. 
g Cor. O, but you thought wrong, F lippanta. What, 


becauſe I don't go a viſiting, and ſee the World, you think 


I know nothing. But you ſhou'd conſider, Fligpanta, that 


the more one's alone, the more one thinks; and *tis think- 


1 ing that improves a Girl. I'Il have you to know, when T 
wis younger than I am now, by more than 1 ll boaſt of, 
es 'T thought of Things would have made you ſtare again. 


Flip. Well, ſince you are ſo well vers'd in your Buſineſs, 


I fuppoſeI need not inform you, that if yo don't write , 
Four. Gallant an Anſwer 


-he'lldie. 
Cor. Nay, now, Flippanta, I confeſs you tell the ſome- 


Rs thing I did not know before. Do you ſpeak in ſerious Sad- | 
_ — © neſs? Are Men 8 to die, if their Miſtreſſes are ſour 
1 to R 


"WP: Un can't OP ha all 4. we, I can't ſay 


2 
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they 


7 HE CONPEDERACY.. 29. 


they all do; but truly, I believe it wau'd go very, hard 
with the Colonel. 5 | 
Cor. Lard, L would net have my Hande in Bload: for 


Thouſands; and theredvee, GO TR en- * 


courage me | 
Flip. O, by all means an -Anfwer. | 
Cor. Well, fince- you ſay it then, III e'en in and do it, 
tho? I proteſt to you (leſt you ſhould think me too forward 
now) he's the only Man that wears, a Beard, Id ink my 
Fingers for. be, if T marty him, in a Year ortwo's 
time I mayn't be ſo nice. [A/de.] ] [.Bxit Corinna. 
Flip. (ſola.) Now Heaven give him Joy he's like to 
have a rate Wife o'thee, But where there's Money, @ Man 
bas a Plaſter to his Sore. They have a bleffed Time on'r; 
who marry for Love. See! here comes an Example 
x nm IE: 8 . Lord. | 


Enter Money trap. 


e Ah, Flippanta ! How do you do, good lieus, 
How do you do ? | | 

Flip. Thank you, Sir, well, at your Service, 7 
Mon. And how does the good Family, your Maſter, 

and your fair Miſtreſs? Are they at huzae ? : 
. Neither of them; my Maſters has been gone out 

| theſe two Hours, and my Lady is juſt gene with your 
; E. 
Aden. Well, I won't ſay I have laſt my Labour, however, 

as' long as I have wet with you, Flippaita, For I have 


wilh'd a great while for an Opportunity to talk with you a 


_ You won't take it amiſs, if I ſhould alk you a few 
ions? 

lip. Provided you leave me to my Liberty in my An- 
Lal. What's this Cot-quean going to pry into now ! 

Afide. 

5 Pr'ythee, good Flippanta, how do your Maſter 8 
and Miſtreſs live together! . 

Flip. Live! Why—— like Man and. Wife, ally 
out of Humour, quarrel often, ſeldom agree, complain of 
one another; and perhaps both have reaſon. In ſhort, 
*tis much as *tis at your Houſe. 
| ow. Good-lack! But whoſe Side are» u generally 
of ? 

Flip. O' the right Side always, my Lady's. And if 
you'l have me give you my Opinion of theſe Matters, 
"its I do not think a Huſband can ever be in e "Ms 
| 1 ( B 3 Non. 


4 
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{8 W Mor. Ha! 


_ Flip. Little, peeking, creeping, ſmeakin fi ” 
= 1 8 yetous, cowardly, dirty, cuckotdy Things. 8. e, - 
—_— -:. Mon. Ha? 
Flip. Fit for nothing but Taylors and Dry-Nurſes. | 
. Hy. A b Manger, ſnarli ttaree 
. | 10 og in a Manger, ſnarlin and biting, to 
* Bentlemen with good Stomachs. a * 
| Mon. Ha! 
: | bf Flip. A Centry upon Pleaſure, let to 1 a Plague on 
F Lovers, and damn poor Women before their Time. 
j = Mon. A Huſband is indeed 
J Flip. Sir, I ſay, he is nothing A Beetle withoſt 
— Wings, a Windmilt without Sails, 9 7 5 in a Calm. 
Bi! h Mon. Ha 
14 Flip. A Bag without Money=—an empty Botels— 
1 dead Small-Beer. 
1 | Mon. Ha POW 1 
Flip. A Quack without Drugs. 55 
5 110 h . 1 
Flip. A Lawyer without Knavery. TE 
1 Mor Ha! 25 7: wh 
Flip. A Courtier without Flattery. | | 
4 Ha 1 1 — 
ti King without an Army —— or a People 
„ him, Sir ?. 1 : with 
Mon. Why truly, Flippanta, I can't deny but thers 
are ſome general Lines of Reſemblance. But you know . 
there may be Exceptions. | | 
Flip. Hark you, Sir, {hall I deal plainly with you ? E 
Had I got a Huſband, I wou'd put him in 1 that he 
was marry'd as well as J. | 


F<, 
1 
cr el LAS, 4 "Me TRI \ "Mol 


4 . 


1 For ewere I the Thing call da Wi fe, 

| | And my Fool grew to fond of his Poxw'ss 
« He ſbou d look like an Aſs all bis Life, 

For a Prank that I'd oy in an Hour. 


Tol lol la ra tol, &c. —Do you obſerve that, Sir Mae 
© Mon. 1 do: and think you wou'd be in the right on't. 
But, pr'ythee, why doſt not give this Advice to thy Miſ- 


treſs ? I 
Flip. For fear it ſhould go round to your Wife, Sir, for ; 


| know they are Pla ain | 
you 7 y | Mon 1 
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Mon, O, there's no Danger of my 8 ſhe” Eno * 
I'm none of thoſe Huſbands. 


1 Flip Are you ſure ſhe knows that, Sir? | 35 
8 9 I'm ſure ſhe ought to know it, Flppants, for 
I have but four Faults in the World. 's 
i And, pray what may they be? 


Min. Why,” I'm a little Ow I ſhift but once a 
Week. 

Flip. Fough ! 3 

Mon. I am ſometimes out of Humour. 9 

Flip. Provoking ! | 

Mon. I don't give her ſo much Money as ſhe'd have. 

Flip. Inſolent ! 

08: And 2 Perhaps I mayn 't be quite ſo young 
AS 1 Was. 

Flip. The Devil! 

Mon, O, but then n how dis on her Side, Flig- | 
panta. She ruins me with waſhing, is always out 
7 Humour, ever wanting Money, and will never be 
older, 

Flip. That laſt Article, I muſt confeſs, is a little hard 
upon you. 

Mon. Ah, Flippanta, didſt thou but know. the daily 
Provocations 1 have, thou'dſt be the firſt to excuſe my 

- Faults, But now I think on't Thou art none of my 
Friend, thou doſt not love me at all; no, not at all. 

Flip. And whither i is this little Reproach going to lend 
us now? | 

Mon. You have ode over your fair ONE Hip- ; 
panta. © 1 

Flip. Sir! „„ 

Mon. But what then? You hate me. 

Flip. I vnderſtand you not. 
Mon. There's not a Moment's Trouble her n, 
Huſband gives her, but I feel it too. | | 


> ON 


Flip. I don't know what you mean. N 
Mon. If ſhe did but know what Ne: I take i in her Sof- 
ferings 
Flip. Mighty obſcure. 
Mon; Well, I'll fay no more; but  =- 
Flip. All Hebrew. 3 | 
Mon. If thou wou' dſt but tell her on't. 


t. Flip. Still darker and darker. Yo: 

1 . Mon. I ſhou' d not be ungrateful. 5 
8 Flip. Ah, now I begin to underſtand you. 

ov 3 Man. Flippanta——there' s my Purſe, | TS Rn 

l B & Flip). 
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: 4 Flip. Say no more; now you explain, indeed Vo 
Ae Bie yen I do'f by all the God | 
on. Bitter] wear t — 
- Flip. Hold Spare em for 0 time, you ſtand 
in no need of em now. A Uſurer that parts wich Gs * 
Purſe, gives ſufficient Proof of his Sincerity. 8 
An, Thate my Wife, Flippanta. ©  - 
Flip. That we'll take upon your bare Word. 
Men. She's the Devil, Flippanta. . 
Flip. You like your Neighbour” 8 better. 

Mon. Oh !———an Ange 1. hy | 
Fp. What pity it is the Law don't allow woch! ü 
Mon. If it did, 2 ES | 

Flip. But Gince-it don't, Sir keep the Reins upon 
your Paſſion : Don't let your Flame rage too high, r 
Tady ſhou'd be cruel, and it ſhould dry you up to. - 
Mummy. 

Mon. Tis impoſlible ſhe can be A barbarous, to let me 
my Alas, . a very ſmall Matter wou'd fave Ys 
ife. 

Fus Then y'are dead——for we Women never 

any thing to a Man who will be ſatisfied with a little. | | 

Mon. Dear Flippanta, that was only my Modefty ; but 

| fiice you'll have it out I am a very Dragon x 

And ſo your Lady'll find if ever the thinks fit to N 
Now I hope you'll ſtand my Friend. 

Flip. Well, Sir, as far as my Credit goes, it ſhall be 
employ'd in your Service. | 
Mon. My beſt Flippanta——tell her 'm all bare | 
tell ber i Body's hers— tell her my Soul's herg— - 
and tell her — my Eſtate's hers. Lard have mercy upon 
me, how I'm in Love! 
Hl. Poor Man! what a Sweat he's in! But har 
I hear my Maſter; for Heaven's fake compoſe Nelken. a 
little, you are in ſuch a Fit, o'my Conſcience he'll fell 
you out. 
Mon. Ah dear, I'm in ſuch an Emotion, I dare not be F 
ſeen; put me in this Cloſet for a Moment, : 
Flip. Cloſet, Man ! it's too little, your Love „ 
ſtifle you. Go air yourſelf i in the Garden a little; > 
. "have 2 on't, i "faith. [Sheg puts him out.) A rare Ad- 
venture, by my troth. This will be curious News to the 
TR Wives. Fortune has now put their Huſt ands into their 

_-. 2 _ think they are too ſharp to us grind its Fa- 
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you have the moſt reaſonable Wife in Town: And that all. 
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Enter Gripe. 


ene, O, here's the Right Hand; the reſt of the Body 


can't be far off. Where's my Wife, Huſwife > _ : 
Hip. An; admirable Queſtion !——Why, ſhe's gone 
abroad, Sir. WI FF 
 Gripe. Abwad, abroad, abroad already? Why, the 
uſed to be ſtewing in her Bed three Hours aftor this time, 
as late as tis: What makes her gadding ſo ſoon? = 
Flip. Buſineſs, I ſuppoſe. i 5 
Serie. Buſineſs he has a pretty. Head for Buſineſs 
truly: O ho, let her change yer way of living, or I'll 
| for a heavy one. | 
Flip. And why would you have her change her way of 


living, Sir? You ſee it agrees with her. She never look d 
better in her Life. | RE | - TEM 
Sor ipe. Don't tell me of her Looks, I have done with. 
her Looks long ſince. But I'll make her change her Life, 


Flip. Indeed, Sir, you won't. VE. 

Gripe, Why, what ſhall hinder me, Inſolence ? | 
Flip. That which hinders moſt Huſbands :, Contradics- 
tion. „ 


ripe. Suppoſe I reſolve I won t be contradicted ? 


4 57 Suppoſe ſhe reſolves you ſhall ? 


Gripe, A Wite's Reſolution is not good by Law. 
Flip. Nor a Huſband's by Cuſtom. | 

Grape. I tell thee, I will not bear it. 

Flip. I tell you, Sir, you will bear it. 

Grape. Ooons, I have borne it three Years already. 
Flip. By that you ſee tis but giving your Mind to it. 


it! 


to the right Place, you'll never cure the Diſeaſe. You fancy 


vou have got an extravagant Wife, is't not ſo? 


Gripe.. Pr'ythee change me that Word Fancy, and it 


is ſo. 


5 055 Why there's it. Men are ftrangely troubled with 
Vapours of late. You'll wonder now, if I tell you, 
the Diſorders you think you ſee in her, are only — heres. 


4 


Gripe. My Mind to it ! Death and the Devil! My Mind 


Hip. Look ye, Sir you may ſwear and damn, and Elk. 
the Furies to aſfilt you; but till you apply the” Remedy | 
1 
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Gripe. She is then, in thy Opinion, a reaſonable Wo- 
A IE £551 
Flip. By my Faith, I think ſo, Re” 
Grepe. 1 ſhall run mad——Name me an Extravagance 
in the World ſhe is not guilty of _ | 
ONT I me an Extravagance in the World ſhe is 
guilty of. : h 15 | 
6 6s Come then ; Does not ſhe put the whole Houſe 
in Diſorder ? | | Th | 
Flip. Not that I know of, for ſhe never comes into it 
but to ſleep. | 
Gripe. "Tis very well: Does ſhe employ any one Mo- 
ment of her Life in the Government of her Family? t 
Flup. She is ſo ſubmiſſive a Wife, ſhe leaves it entirely 
to you. | | 
Gripe. Admirable ! Does ſhe not ſpend more Money in 
Coach-hire, and Chair-hire, than would maintain fix 
Children? | . | 
Flup. She's too nice of your Credit to be ſeen daggling 
jn the Streets. 3 
Grippe. Good! Do I ſet Eye on her ſometimes in a 
Week together. | 7 | 
Flip. That, Sir, is becauſe you are never Rirring at the 
fame time; you keep odd Hours; you are always going 
to ee ſhe's riſing, and riſing juſt when ſhe's em- 
ing to Bed. | | 
Cris. Yes, truly, Night into Day, and Day into 
Night, Bawdy-Houſe Play, that's her Trade ; but theſe 
are Trifles: Has ſhe not loft her Diamond. Necklace ? 
Anſwer me to that, Trapes. a r 
Flip. Ves; and has fent as many Tears after it, as if 
it had been her Hnſband. | | 
 Gripe. Ah— the Pox take her; but enough. Tis 
. reſolv'd, and I will put a ſtop to the Courſe of her Life, 
or I will put a ſtop to the Courſe of her Blood, and fo ſhe 
ſhall know, the firſt time I meet with her; [ Aſide.] which 
tho' we are Man and Wife, and lie under one Roof, tis 
very poſſible may not be this Fortnight. [Exit 1 
Flip. L ſola.] Nay, thou haſt a bleſſed time on't, that 
muſt be confeſs d. What a miſerable Devil is a Huſband! 
Inſupportable to himſelf, and a Plague to every thing about 
"him. Their Wives do by them, as Children do by Dogs, 
_ "teaſe and provoke 'em, till they make them fo curs d, 
they ſnarl and bite at every thing that comes in their reach. 


This Wretch here is grown preverſe to that degree, he's 


for his Wife's keeping at home, and making Hell of his 
TS : : | | Houſe, 


Necklace, by all the Gods! Oons 


Ah my « dear Child 
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Houſe, {6 he may be the Devil in it, to torment her. How + 
niggardly ſoever he is, of all things he poſſeſſes, he is wil- _ 
ling to purchaſe her Miſery, at the Expence of his own 
Peace. But he'd as good be ſtill, for he'll miſs of his 
Aim. If I know her (which I think I do) ſhe'll ſet his 


Blood in ſuch a F erment, it ſhall bubble out at every Pore 


of him; whilſt hers. is ſo quiet in her Veins, her Pulſe 
ſhall l go like a Pendulum. | LExit. 


" . 9 
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WE. II. 


8 


F 8 0 E NE, Mrs. Amlet's i. 


Enter Dick. 


7 HERE this old Woman —— A hey. What 
the Devil, no-body at Home? Ha! her ſtrong 


Box !——And the Key in't! tis ſo. Now Fortune de my 
Friend. What the Puce Not a — of Money in 
Caſh! Nor a Chequer Note !- or a Bank Bill 


——[ Searching the firong Box. Nor a crooked Stick 
Nor a Mum here's 5 Ji — Diamond 

e old Woman 
Zeſt. [Claps the Necklace in wy Pocket, theu runs and aſks - 


ber lac 41 


Enter Mrs. Amlet. > 


——_ - Mathar, pray to, Fc. | 
Aml. Is it poſſible ! Viet upon his humble Knee! ; 
—May Heaven be good unto. 


thee. 
Dick. Tm come, my dear J tap, to Pay mY; Duty. to 
you, and ta aſk your Conſent to | 
Anl. What a Shape is there! | 
Dick. To aſk your Content, 1 187 to marry a great 


Fortune; for what is Riches in this World without a2 q 
Bleſſing? And how can there be a * N Re- 
and Duty to Parents? a 


Ain. What a Noſe he has! | ; 
Dick. And therefore, it being the Duty 8 Ry” 


Child not. to diſpoſe of himſelf in Marriage, mot 


the: — 


N 
2 
r 
} 
! 
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: "Anil. Now the Lord love thee, U Bim. — 
. thou art a  goodly young Man: Well, Birk. 
dow goes it with the Lady? Are 2 Eyes open to yer 
> | Charms? Does the be what's for her own Golf Is the 
1 ſenſible of the Bl ings thou haſt in ſtore for her? Ha! 
is all ſure? Haſt thou broke a Piece of Money with her? 
Speak, Bird, do: Don't be modeſt and hide thy Love 
from thy Mother, for I'm an indulgent Parent. => 
© - Dick. Nothing under Heaven can prevent my good Fe or- 
wr but it's being diſcover'd I am your 8on _ 
Al. Then thou art ſtill aſham' d of thy natural Mother 
——Graceleſs! Why, I'm no Whore, Sirrah. | 
Diek. I know you are not———A Whore Bleſs us 
Aml. No; my Reputation's as good as the beſt of em; 
and tho' I'm 0 I'm chaſte, Th Raſcal you. | 
1 bt Diel. Lord, chat is not the Thing we talk of, Mer, 
i. but 
_ . I think, as the World goes, they may be. proud. 
| = of marrying their Daughter into a vartuous Family. 
Dick. Oons, Vartue is not the Caſe 1 | 
A 2 Anl. Where ſhe may have a good Example before i tie 
ES. oY 
571. O Lord ! 0 Lord! O Lord! wy 3 
Anl. Tma Woman that don't ſo much. as. ; lcgu rage 
an Mmcontinent Look towards me. ' 
Dick. T tell you, 'sdeath, I tell you—— Te 
Al. If a Man ſhould make an uncivil Motion to Ar 
= Td ſpit i ts * laſciviogs Face: And all this you may tell | 
1 them, Sirra | n 
=> Dich. Death and Furies! the Woman's « out of hei 5 8 
Anl. Don't you ſwear Vou Raſcal you, don't 18 
all. 


. HY gear; ; we ſhall have you damn'd at. laſt, and then 1 


a * os : be dif: race d. 
. TT Dick. Why then in cold Blood hear me ſpeak to * 83 
I tell you it's a City Fortune I'm about, ſhe cares not a 


= Fig for your Virtue ;. ſhe'Il hear of nothing but Quality :- 
T8 She has quarrell'd with one of her Friends for having a 


btietter Complexion, and is re ſolyed ſhe'll W to . 


g's of: her. - 


1 Al. What a Cherry Lip! is there! 


Dick. Therefore, good dear Mother, now have a' care 
8 und don't diſcover me; for if you do, all's Joſt, | | 
WES. nl. Dear, dear, how thy vir Bride will be delighted; 1 
8 85 EN thee gone, go: Go fetch her home, go fetch 
.F. Sive her a Gas and, a "1 of _ 
own. 


* 
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the ſhall know all. 
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Down ſhe ſhall lay her Head upon. Go fetch her home, 1 - 


I ſay. 
Dich. Take care then of the main Chance, yr dear 


Mother; remember, if you-diſcover me —— 


Anl. Go, fetch her a: I ay. 17 N 


- Dick. You promiſe me hen ðꝭ 


Am. March. RTE, aa 


* Dick, But fakes to me 

Aml. Be gone, Sirrah. 

. Well, TI rely upon 8 ane Inn be- 
o. [Eifer ber heartily anit rune off. | 

* n for thou art a 1 


able young Man. [Exit Mrs, * 
8 C EN E, Gripe's Houſe. | 2 
 Buter Corinna an Flppants. 


＋ 


Cor. But kark you, Flippanta, if you don't think be 


loves me dearly, don't give him tay Letter, after all. 


Flip. Let me alone. : 
Cor. When he has read it, let him give a again. 5 


Flip. Don't trouble yourſelf. 3 

Dm Andinot a Word of the Pudding to my Mother. | 
in- aw. : | 

Flip. Enough. 2 8 


c. When we come to love one 0 ge. rpoſe, 


Flip. Ay, then twill be time enough. 


Cor. But remember tis vou make me db all this a ; 
ſo if any Miſchief comes on't, tis you mult anſwer font. | 


Flip. 'T'll be your Security. 


Cor. Em young, and know nothing of; the Matter * 


by ou have Tas; ſo it's: Fa A to den 
me lake. | 
Flip. Poor Tanocence ! 


Cir. Bat tell me in " WE Sadneſs, ' ane, den he 


% 


love me with the very Soul of him? , 
Flip. 1 have told you ſo an hundred Times, and yet . 


are not ſatisfied. 
Cor. But, methinks, rd fain- have him. tell me * 


himſelf. 


Hlip. Have Patience, wa it mall be done: E- 7 3 


Coy. Why, Patience is a Virtue; that we muſt. 2M con- 


feſs But T fancy, the ſooner it's done the better, 
Flippanta. 55 ä 


* 


1 
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£ Enter lin. ws 


Tf. Madam, yonder* 8 your Geography Maſter waiting | 
for you. [Exit 
Cor. Ah! how I am tir d with theſe old fumbling Fel- 

lows, Flippanta. 

Flip. Well, don't let them break your Heart, you all 
be rid of them all ere long. 

Cor. Nay, tis not the Study Tm fo weary of, F 1 
panta, tis the odious Thing that teaches me. Were 45 
Colonel my Maſter, I fancy I could take Pleaſure in i 

learning every Thing he could ſhew me. | 

Flip. And he can ſhew you a great deal, I can tell you 
that. But get you gone in, here's ſomebody coming, we 


- muſt not be ſeen together. 
Cor. I will, I will, I will——O the dear Colonel, : 


[Running .! 
Enter Mrs. Amlet. 


Flip. O ho, it's Mrs. Amlet 
ſoon to us again, Mrs. Amlet ? + 
* N Ah!] my dear Mrs. Flippanta, Tm in a furious 

right, . 

Flip. Why, what's come to you? 

Ami. Ah! Mercy on us U—— Madan s pant 
Necklace— 4 

- Flip. What of that? 

Am. Are you ſure you left it at my Houſe ? | N 

Flip. Sure I left it a very pretty veſtion truly !?! 
Anl. Nay, don't be angry: ſay — ing to Madam of 
it, I beſeech you : It will be found again, if it be Hea- 
ven's good will. At: leaſt: tis I muſt bear the Loſs. on't. 


—What brings you ts 


Tis my Rogue of a Son has laid his Birdlime Fingers, 


on't. 

Flip. Your Son, Mrs. Amlet! Do you breed your Chil- 
dren up to ſuch Tricks as theſe then? 
| v What ſhall I fay to you, Mrs. Flippanta : ? Can L 

help it? He has been a Rogue from his Craale, Dick has. 
But he has his Deſerts too. And now it comes in my 
Head, maybap he may have no ill Deũgn i in this nei- 
ther, 3 

Flip. No-ill Deſign, Woman ! He's a TIS Fellow if | 
be can ſteal IDC Necklace with a good one. 4 


* — 


and ſne mall dance at the Wedding; aud 
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Aml. You don't know him, Mrs. Flippanta, ſo well 


2s I that bore him. Dict's a Rogue, tis e S 


Mum 
Flip. What does the Woman mean * 


Aml. Hark you, Mrs. Flippanta, 1s not hers a” you 
Gentlewoman in your Houſe that wants a Huſband ? 
Flip. Why do you aſk ? . 

Aml. By way of. Converſation only, it does not concern 
mad but when ſhe- marries, I may chance to dance at the 


Wedding. Remember I tell you ſo; I who am Twas Mrs. 


Amlet. 

Flip. Vou dance at her Wedding! you 5 

Aml. Ves, I, I; but don't trouble Madam about hey 
Necklace, perhaps! it mayn't go out of the Family. Adieu, 
Mrs. Flippanta. Exit Mrs. Amlet. 

Flip. What——what——what does the Woman mean? 
Mad ! What a hodge - podge of a Story's here? The Neck- 
lace loſt; and her Son Dick; and a Fortune to marry; 
She does 
not intend, I hope, to propoſe a Match between her Son 
Dick and Corinna ! By my £ Corman 1 believe he does. 
An old Helga! N 


Enter Braſs. | 

Braſs Well, Huſſy, how ſtand our Affairs? Has Mit 
writ us an Anſwer yet? My Maſter's very ION 
yonder. | 

Flip. And why the Deuce does not he come himſelf ? 
What does he ſend ſuch idle Fellows as thee of his Er- 
rands? Here I had her alone juſt now: He won't have 
on an Opportunity again this Month, I can tell him 
that 


Brafs. So much the worſe for him; 'tis his Busses 
hut now, my Dear, let thee and I talk a little of 


our own + I grow moſt damnably 1 in ders with thes 3 doſt 
hear that? 


Flip. Phu thou art always timing things wrong ; m 
Head is full, at preſent, of more important things than 
Love, 

Braſs. Then it's full of . things indeed v3 bo 
want a Privy-Counſellor ?  ;+ | 

Flip. I want an Aſſiſtant. 0 W 3 62 

Brafs. To do what ? © pt” 8 

Flip. Miſchief. ha 

" Braſs. I'm thy Man—touch. * 
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Fi But before I venture to let thee into na Bae 
3 whether thou find'ft a 

Braſs.'Is. be amin? en en 4 72 


0 ruin a Huſband to oblige his Wife. 
55 Yes, 

85 Brat. Wb cen my gat 3 

_ Fbþ. She's e to the. | 
3 55 Not ſhe alche neither, therefore don't let her 

* * ee for I have three or four Aﬀairs of 1 72 
ind going «(mpg Time. 
Fp. Well, o carry this Epiſtle from Miſs to 


5 px e 
er. T — Igo, if you caſe. 
1% Ext 5 r Ni. Thy Maſter waits for an "Anſwer; | 
e . Ft rather he ſhou'd wait than I. 


we 


my Lady. 

a 5 Very N Child, we have a Rownlimd r dr 
bog Tee lady s Huiband is in love with: Arazinia. 5 
e, Wuss told you that, Sirra |} 

Haß. Tis a Negociation I am charged with, 
Did not 1 tell thee I did Buſineſs for half the Town! 1 


- have managed Maſter Gripe's little Affairs for him theſe. 


ten Years, you Slut 2-8 
oo Hark 8 » the Ganie's in our Hands, if. 
- awe can Hutyplay 14 ** 


Braſs. Py . rep — you Jade ou, if the Wies 

n e into a gbad elke s 

2 Let — II a they dont 
Occaſion. See here they come. They Uüttle 

ee enn good. News we have for * en. Fo, 
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"TL OY 4 Chr: wp "RY: Wor: carry up theſe things into 

WM 1 Dreſſing- Room, and break as many of them by the 

d as you can, be ſure.— 01 art thou there, Braſt ! 

| ww at News? 

by | be - Y I Br aſs. Madam, I only calbd in as I was going by 

1 * little Propoſitions Mrs Flippanta has been ſtart- 
ig bave ee eee 


* 5 1 Mabe: ; and when thou coaſt back, I'll tell ther hy | 


_- 2 n Aramimas Huſband is in 


Service. 3 * 10 . 
lar. What Propoſitions V 
be. ehen er Mad | wh | TOR 
3 OS — Arn. 
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to corrupt ours, ſo now we are even with you, 


13 5 N 15 8 . 
Flip. Why, Madam, you have made nes . 8 


Ar. H 5 — But of whom ? * 33 
Of Mr. Monęytrap, that 8 Roe - x 55 xs 
Aram. My. Huſband? . 3 


Hip. Ves, your Huſband, Madam: You cho gh 


XN 
* * 
„ 


Aram. Sure thou art in jeſt, Flippattta. 
Flip. Serious as my. Devotions. *© | 


may. 
* J 4 


Bra. And the croſs inttigue, Ladies, 16 what beer, - $ 


Brains have been at work about. 


Aram. My Dear! [To Clariſſa. ] 
Clar. My Life! | | 
Aram. My Angel ! „ x 

_ Clar. My Soulf [Hitoging one anther. hey 3 

Aram. The Stars have done this. „ 
Clar. The pretty little Twinklers, „ 
Flip. And vrhat will you do for them now 1232388 
Clar. What grateful Creatures ought; ſhew em y e 

don't deſpiſe their Favours. 


Aram. But is not this a Wager between theſe” two 8 | » 


Blockheads ? 
— I would not give a Shilling to go the Winners 
ves. 
Aram. Then *tis the moſt fortunate thing that ever cou'd 
have happen d. | 
Car. All your laſt Night's Ideas, AOL 
Tritles to it. 3 
Aram. Braſs, ip Dear, will be uſeful to us. "9 
Braſs. At your Service, Madam. 
Clar. Flippanta will be neceſſary, my Life! 
Flip. She waits your Commands, Madam. | 
"Aram, For my Part then, I recommend m Huſband t to 


* 
= 
— 


* 


thee, Flippanta, and make. it my earneſt 1 85 ane 2 8 


won't leave him one Half - Crown. 
Flip. III do all I can to obey you, Madam. 
Braſs. [To. Clariſſa.] If your Ladyſhip wou'd give n 
the — kind Orders for yours. 
i on O——if thou ſpar'ſ him, Braſs, I'm thy Enemy 
ti le. 
Braſs. Tis enough, Madam, I'll be. ſure to give you” 
a reaſonable Account of him. But how do you” intend 


| we Thiall proceed, Ladies? Muſt we 2 the Purſe at 


Once, 


ür 668 $ 51 prRgev TR. 
Aram. Is there any thing new, Fuppaita ? 8 N 
Flip. Yes, and pretty too.. 5 
: Clar. That follows of cotirſe; but let's Have it 30 eK. N 


N 
7 
7 
1 
1 
it 
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e "as bes, or break. Ground ĩ in form, and carry it by nelle and : 
ttle ? | 
1 storm : dear Braſs, ſtorm : ever whilſt you E e 
1m. a 
Aram. O, by all means; muſt it not be ſo, Flippanta ? 
+ Tip. In four and twenty Hours, two hundred Pounde 
a- piece, that's my Sentence. | 
+ Braſs. Very well. But, Ladies, you'll give me leave 
1 to put you in mind of ſome little Expence- in Favours, 
twill be neceſſary you are at, to thoſe honeſt Gentlemen. | 
Aram. Favours, Braſs! _C 
Braſs. Um—a——ſome finall e Madam, 1 
"a 448 muſt be. | 
Clar. Now that's, a vile Article, . ; for that 
thing your Huſband is ſo like mine | 
Flip. Phu, there's a Scruple indeed. Pray, Madam, | 
don't be ſo ſqueamiſn; tho' the Meat be a little * 
we'll find you ſavoury Sauce to it. | 
Clar. This Wench is ſo mad. 
Flip. Why, what in the Name of Lucifer, is it wu 
have to do, that's ſo terrible? 
 Brafs. A. civil Look only. 
Aram. There's no great harm in that. 
3 An obliging Word. 
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lar. That one may afford em. 5d 
raſs. A little Smile, a propor. | \ 
Aram. That's but giving one's ſelf an Air. 4 


Flip. Receive a little Letter, 3 | 
+ *Clar. Women of Quality do that from _ odious. | 
Fallen. [1 1 
Braſß. suſſer, may be, a Squeeze py the Hand. 
Aram. One's fo us'd to that, one does not feel it, 
Flip. Or if a Kiſs wou'd do't? + | 
Clar. I'd die firſt, 
Braſs. Indeed, Ladies, I doubt twill be neceſſa ay 10— 
; Clar. Get their wretched Money without paying dear 
for it. ; 
Flip. Well, juſt as you pleaſe for that, my Ladies: But 
-I ſuppoſe you Il play upon the ſquare with your Favours, 
and not pique yourſelves upon being one more grateful | 
than another. 
_ ».. *Braſs. And ſtate a fair Account of Receipts bod Diſ- 
burſements. 
Aan. That I think ſhould be, indeed. 


— 


Clar. 
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&- Clar. With all my Heart, and Braſs ſhall be our Books - 
Keeper. So get thee to work, Man, as faſt as thou canſta 
25 but not a Word of all this to thy Maſter. 


Braſs. T'll obſerve my Orders, Madam. [Exit Braſs. _ 


? Clar. Ell have the Pleaſure of telling the Colonel my- 
"I ſelf ; he'll be violently delighted with it. *Tis the beſt. 
| Man in the World, Araminta ; he'll bring us rare Com- 
ve pany to-morrow, all forts of Gameſters; ; and thou ſhale 
. ſee my Huſband will be ſuch a Beaſt to be out of Humour 
N. at it. 
Aram. The Monſters —But huſh, here's my Dear r ap- | 
To proachin 45 pry' thee let's leave him to Flippanta. 
| Flip. Ah, pray do, I'll bring you a good Account of \ 
at him, I'll warrant you. 

Clar. Diſpatch then, 18 the Baſſet-Table's in haſte. 
n, [Exit Clar. and Aram. 
it, Hlip. [/ola.] So, now have at him; here he comes: 

| We'll try if we can pillage the Uſurer, as he does other | 
| Folks, | mm 
Ju . | . 
7 Enter 5 2 


. iv Well, my ny fiene, is thy Miſtreſs came 


home ? 


\ Flip. Yes, Sir. 
MY Mon. And where is ſhe, pr 'ythee 5 
us. Fitp. Gone abroad, Sir. 
Mon. How doſt mean? 
Flip. I mean right, Sir z my Lady'll come home and 
go abroad ten times in an Hour, when ſhe's either in 
very good Humour, or very bad. «4 
Mon. Good-lack ! But I'1l warrant, in general, *tis 
wo her naughty Husband that makes her Houſe uneaſy to 
gar her. But haſt thou ſaid a little ſomething to her, hic- 
„ ken, for an expiring Lover? ha! 
zur Flip. Said——yes, I have faid, much Good may 
I'S, do me; | 
ful Mon. Well ! and how ? 


g Flip. And how! And how do you think you 
new 'wou'd have me do't? And you have ſuch a way with 

| you, one can refuſe you nothing. But I have oak 
Ws myſelf 1 . 0 a fine Bulineſs by it. '- 
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* . Ves, your Ho es will do much, when” FT 
bo Se out of Doors. 5 | LY 
5g = * Mop. Was ſhe then terrible rr?! 9 
. Oh! had you ſeen how {tie * bid he ; 
Ow where I was pointing; for you muſt know I went 
round the Buſh, and round the Buſh, before I came to 
dhe Matter. 
1 Nay, tis a rickliſh Point, that muſt be own'ds 

On my Word is it- 1 mean where a Lady's 

virtuous; for that's our Caſe, you muſt know. 

A very dangerous Caſe indeed, 8 | 
© Fs. Butt! th tell ygu one i —ſhe has an In- 
nation to you. . 
Mon. Is it poſſible ! i | — 

E B. Yes, and I told her ſo at laft 0 
—— Eq 6 bo and what did ſhe anſwer brd. W 
i 2 and bid me brin it ou for a en. 
3 Slap on tho Fart 9 8. : 
Mon. And you hve loſt none on't by the way) with 4 
x, Pow Nye. [Aide] a 
FO we: Now this, Ithink, looks the beſt in the World, 
. Yes, but really it feels a little odly, | 
* Flip. Why, Gus e nut know, Ladies have different 
815 f_expreſing their Kindneſs, according to the Hu- 
My are in: If Nie had been in a good one, it had 
a but as long as ſhe ſent you ſomething, y dur 
fiir go well. 
Mon. Why, truly, 1 am à little ignorant in the wyge. 
- *Tious Paths of Love, fo I muſt be guided by - thee. But 
= take her.in a good Humour next TOON ſends. 


3 Anh goed Humour? 
78 What s the Matter ? FR 
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y. "if L dort ten you — 

2 F . * Mo. What then? 
1 4 Fp. You wou'd not mw to ſee ber lu one a « good 
3 by While. 8 
1 : I | I Men. Why, 7 I pray | 
WES ED Flip. F mi did take an unſcaforable Time to 
5 Bi of owe —_ 

" Boy. Why, wit's the Matter 2 

Flip. Nothing. 


on. Ah Eb ral me, c 
* HT 


. 


of theſe things to fret her 


| from whence-it comes. 
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Flip. I dare not. 

Mon. Vou muſt Indeed; Eb 

Flip. Why, when Women are in a Difrewkies, * can 
they think of Pleaſure ? 

Mon. Why, what Difficulties aan e be ink os : 

Flip. Nay, I do but gueſs after all; for (he bas that 


Grandeur of Soul, ſhe'd die before ſhe A tell. 


Mon. But what doſt thou ſuſpect? | 
Flip. Why, what ſhould one e fuſpeRt; where a Huſband 


loves nothing but getting of Money, and A Wife 2 1 


but ſpending ont? 
Mon. So ſhe wants that ſame then? 


Flip. I ſay no ſueh thing, Tknow' nothing of the Nat 5 
ter; pray make no wrong Interpretation of what I ſay, n ᷑ ñ -- 

Lady wants nothing that I know of. Tis true fe 
has ill Luck at Cards of late, I believe ſhe 9 not 4's 

won once this Month: But what of that? ee 


Mon. Ha! e | bo 

Flip. Tis true, I know her Spirit's ſuch, ſhe'd ſee ler 
Huſband hang'd, before ſhe'd aſk him for a F arthing. 

Mon. Ha! 


Flip. And then I know him again, he'd ſee her a | 
before he'd give her a Parthing 3 "OE that's a 5 to youn 


Affair, you know. 


Mon. "Tis ſo indeed. 
Flip. Ah——well, I'Il ſay nothing; but if ſhe had: none 


Mon. Why really, Flippanta c 

Flip. I know what you are going to ſa now; youare 2 5 
going to offer your Service, but twon't do; you have a. 
mind to play the Gallant now, but it muſt not be; you _ 
want to be ſhewing your Liberality but *twon't be alloẽw dz 
you'll be preſſing me to offer it, and ſhe'll be in a Rage, 
We ſhall have the Devil to do. | 
4 Mon. You — me, Hlippanta; ö 1 was only going to 
a 

2 Ay, I know what you wer ain to 227 well e- 
nough; but J tell you it will never "dof. If one cou'd 


find out ſome way now——ay—— let me A 3 
Mon. Indeed I hope 


Flip. Pray be quiet 
hum ſhe'll ſmoke that tho let us conſidc If 
one cou'd find a way to Tis the niceſt Point in die 
World to bring about, ſhe'll never ue: ity, l it Go Enos: 2 


— ; 
* = 


no but Tm thinking We 
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Mon. Shall I try if I can reaſon her Huſband out of 
twenty Pounds, to make her eaſy the reſt of her Life? 
Hip. Twenty Pounds, Man ?——why you ſhall ſee her 
ſiet that upon a Card. O—-—ſhe has a great Soul... 
Beſides, if her Huſband ſhould oblige her, it might, in 
time, take off her Averſion to him, and by conſequence, 
ber Inclination to you. No, no, it muſt never come that 
| Mon. What ſhail we do then? 
» Flip. Hold ſtill I have it. T'll tel} you what you 
hall do. . | TER | 
Mon. Ay. | | 
Flip. You ſhall make her a Reſtitution of two 
hundred Pounds. 4 
Mon. Ha! a Reſtitution ! i 


* 


ap $2 


| be Guineas, let's ſee, 


el Re — > 
1 — EAN . 
. Z 


Hlip. Yes, yes, tis the luckieſt Thought in the World; 
Madam often plays, you know, and Folks who do fo, 
meet now and then with Sharpers. Now you ſhall be a 
Men. A Sharper! 
Flip. Ay, ay, a Sharper; and having cheated her of 
two hundred Pounds, ſhall be troubled in Mind, and ſend 
it her back again. You comprehend me? | 5 
Mon. Ves I, I comprehend, but a won't ſhe ſuſpe& 
E it be ſo much? ls | * 
Flip. No, no, the more the better. \ 
Mon. Two hundred Pounds! i Tos DES. Ba: 
Flip. Yes, two hundred Pounds—— Or let me fee=—. 
o even a Sum may look a little ſuſpicious ———ay——let 
it be two hundred and thirty; that odd thirty will make it 
Mon. Ha! e | | , 
Flip. Pounds, too, look I don't know howz Guineas I 
fancy were better——ay, Guineas, it ſhall be Guineas. 
You are of that Mind, are you not ? 5 
Mon. Um——a Guinea you know, Flippanta, is 
Flip. A thouſand times genteeler, you are certainly in 
the right on't ; it ſhall be as you ſay, two hundred and 
thirty Guineas. 5 
_—_ Mon. Ho ell, if it mu 
two hundred Guineas. 5 * 1 
Fp. And thirty; two hundred and thirty: If yeu miſ- 
take the ſum, you ſpoil all. So go put them in a Purſe, 
While it's freſh in your Head, and ſend em to me with a 
penitential Letter, deſiring I'll do you the Favour to re- 
ore them to her. - Op 
4 5 1 ö Mon, 


8 * 
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Mon. Two hundred and thirty Pounds i in a Bag ! Ed, On 
Flip. Guineas, I ſay, Guineas. | 
Mon. Ay, Guineas, that's true. But Flispanta, if ſhe 

«don't know they came from me, then I give my Money for 
nothing, you know. _ | 
Flip. Phu, leave that to me, Tl manage the Stock for 
3 I' make it produce fo nething, I'll warrant you. 
Mon. Well, Flippanta, tis a great Sum indeed; but 
I'll go try what I can do for her. Von ſay, two hundred 
or Guineas in a Purſe ? 
Flip. And thirty; if the Man's in his Senſes, 
Mon. And thirty, 'tis true, I always forget that thirty. 


BOB In MH 


”— | | [Exit Moneytrap.. 

3 F, Flip. So 7 get thee gone, thou art a rare F "RES; 1 TH. 
0 . 

2 e Enter Braſs. 


Braſs It is, Huſwife. How go Matters? I ſtaid till 
thy Gentleman was gone, Haſt done any thing towards 
our common Purſe? 

Flip. I think I have; he's go ing to make us a Reſtitu- 
flon of two or three hundred Pounds. 

Braſs. A Reſtitution good. 

Flip. A new way, Sirrah, to make a Lady take a Pre- 
fent without putting her to the Bluſh. 

Braſs. Tis very well, mighty well indeed. Pr ythee 
where's thy Maſter ? Let me try if I can perſuade him to | 
be troubled in Mind too. | 

Flip. Not ſo haſty; he's gone into his. Cloſet to prepare n 
2 for a Quarrel, I have advis'd him to——with his 

fe... | 

Prafi What to do? eb 

1 Why, to make her ſtay at home, now ſhe lias re- 
foly'd to do it beforehand. You muſt know; Sirrah, we 
intend to make a Merit of our Baſſet Table, and get a 
good Pretence for the merry Companions we intend to fill 

is Houſe with, 

Braſs. Very vicely ſpun, truly, thy Huſband will be x 
happy Man. | | 

Flip. Hold your Tongue, you Fool n. See here 
comes your Maſter. e 

Brafe. We 8 Wolcome, 
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- Dick 92 5 1 22 er many p Thanks bv 1 
E 
way hp... Do. you like her 8 


. * ] 
7 DEE. The kindeſt little 4 1 1 nothing 8 ſhe 
ne + leave to hope. I am the happieſt Man the World | 
* wa think f. be rhaps 
5. Not fo appy as you thin or neit er, | 
2% have a Rival, Sir, I cantell Jen Fs | ve ' | 
Dies £ "Riyal ! 
£2 2 3 oe Ves, and a dangerous one too. 
IRS "Who, in the Name of Terror? 
"Flip: Adevilih Fellow, one Mr. Amlet. 
"Di. Amlet ! I know no fuch Man. 
1 You Know the Man's Mother tho“; you met ber 
- has and are in her Favour, I can tell you. If he work. 
1 5 1 w! Miſtreſs, Jau ſhall een marry: her, and die 
erit him. 
Bick. Af T have no other Rival but Mr. Amlet, I FU 
lieve I ſhan't be much diſturb d in my Amour. it can't 
1 {ee Corinna? | 5 15 


Flip. I don't know, ſhe has always ſome of her Maſters 

- with ber; But J'll go ſhe if the can ſpare you' a Moment, 
ou berg you Word, 2 Flix > 
with my old hobbling Mother han' t bog ab- 


= "Ling ro {hg here the ſhould not do. 5 
Bra e Fear nothing, all's fafe on that fide. . 2 Dus 
bop ſpeaks young Miſs's Epiſtle ?: foft and _ 14% 
E Pe, Bick As Pen can write, 3 a 
+ ER” IF 5 HEE e So:you think all goes 3 there? , . 2275 
Dick. As my Heart can with. _— LY 8 
* You axe ſure on't+? | | „ 
Dick. Sure oF! by | 2 3 l 
2 Braß. Why then, 8 1 Putt; u his 
6 ve 100 1 5 have a little Talk, 15 27 | Hat 
1 1 5 7 = Dick. Ah, Brafs, what art thou going, to 9 Would 
I win m er Al os 
0 aſs. "Look: you, - Bi, fe Words; 3 .yo 
ee way of making your. Fortune. I hope 1 e 
3 15 on. But how do you intend Matters hall pas diet 500 
- . --- and me in this Buſineſs? 
© 5 yo by Dick. Death and F uries ! Whit 3 1 Time e take to 
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Braſs. Good Words, or I betray ou; they have al- 
ready heard of one Mr. Amlet in the Houſe, 
Dick. Here's a Son of a Whore! [ Afide.) 


Braſs. In ſhort, look ſmooth, and be a good |" RN 1 


am your Valet, tis true; your Footman ſometimes, which 
I'm enrag 'd at 3 but you have always had the Aſcendant, 
I confeſs : When we were School- fellows, you made me 
carry your Books, make your Exerciſe, own your Rogue- 
ries, and ſometimes take a Whipping for you. When 


we were Fellow-' prentices, tho* I was your Senior, you 


made mie open the Shop, clean my Maſter's Shoes, cut laſt 
at Dinner, and eat all the Cruſt. In our Sins too, I muſt 
own you ſtill kept me under; you foar'd up to Adultery 
with our Miſtreſs, while I was at humble Fornication with 
the Maid. Nay; in our Puniſhments you {till made good 


your Poſt ; for when once upon a time I was ſentenc'd but 


to be whip d, I cannot deny but you were condemn'd to 
be hang'd. 80 that in all times, I muſt confeſs, your In- 
clinations have been greater and nobler than mine; how- 
ever, I cannot conſent” that you ſhou'd at once fix your 
Fortune for Life, and 1 dwell ! in ng Humilities for the reſt 
of my Dayͤs. 

Dick. Hark thee, EF 1 I do not moſt aal by thee, 
I'm a Dog. | 
| Brafs.*Amd e 

Dick. As ſoon as ever I am married. 

| Braſs. Ah, the Pox take thee. 

Dick. Then you miſtruſt me? 

Braſs. I do, by-my Faith, Lock you, Sir, ſome Folke 
we mittruſt, becauſe we don't know them; others we miſ- 
truſt, becauſe we do · Know them: And for one of theſe 

Reaſons I deſire there may be a Bargain beforehand : If 
not [ Raz . Price.) look ye, Dick Aimlet- 

Dick. 8 my dear F riend and Companion. The 
Dog will ol me. [ 4/ide.] Say, * ist will content 
thee ?/ 

Braſs. O no! 5 
Diek. But how can delt het Rach a Jaibarlya 2 

Braßßs. I learnt it at Agier. 

Dick; Come, make thy Turk th Debaint then. . 

Braſs. You know you gave, me a. Bank Bill this Morn- 
ing to receive for you. 

Dick. I did fo, of fifty Pounds, | tis thine. So, how 
thou art ſatisfy'd, all's fix d. 

Braſs: It is not indeed. There's a Diamond Necklace 
you robb'd. your Mother of en now. | 
Dick. Ah, you Jew. h 
Von K. 8 Prefs. 


* 
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© Braſs, No, Works 928 ö 
Dick. ear Bra | es 
Brafs. GE A ö 
{ Ba My Er 14 16g. 
Braß. Dic t [X. 7s N * 
Dick. Ah the Cormoran —.— Well, 'tis thing: 'V Bux 
thow'lt never thrive with it. 
| ' Braſs, When I find it beg ins to do me Miſchief, I'l 
| 8 du — 2 But Imo N a Wedding W 


Braſs. Some Lace, bs ET LH 
Bref Thou ſha't. L 04 vg | 
- Braſs. A Stock of Linen, 
Dick. Enough. 1 
Braſs. Not yet a Silver Sword. 


# Dick. well. thou ſha't have that too. NE 


every ery thing. | | 
Braſs forgive me, I forgot a, Ring of Remem- 
brance; I wou wa not farge theſe Favours for the 
World: A ſparkling 4 8 will be ahways playing in 
my Eye, and put me in mind of them. 
Dick. This unconſcionable Rogue [Mie 1 Wir» Tl] 
8 one for thee. p 
raſs. Brilliant. DO 
Dick. It- 25 But if FI Thing dow d ſuccet 
? 


after. 


_ en 5 Man of Honour, and reſtore : And the 
Treaty niſh'd, I ſtrike my Flag of Defiance, 85 

| fall into my? peſts again. [Taking off. 0 *. 
I Enter Flippanta. 1 0 | 


Flip. I have made you wait a little, but I cou d not help 
it, her Geogra phy, Maſter is but juſt gone. He has been 
ſhewin g her 4) Eugent' s March into Italy. 

Dick. Pr'ythee let me come to her, I'll ew her a Part 
of the World he has never ſhewn her yet. | 

Flip. So I told her, you muſt know; and ſhe ſaid, the 
cou'd ke to travel in good Company: io if you'll ſlip up 
thoſe Back- Stairs, vou ſhall try if T8 W agree. _ oy 
* Jo | 
5 Dick, My dear Flippanta! . 1 

Flip. None of your dear 3 1 beſeech 
you, but up Stairs as hard as you en. drive. 

Dick. I'm gone. b Dick 


3 * 
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Flip. And do you follow him, Jack a. dunq;, and fee he 


is not ſurpnz'd, 


Braſs. T thought that was your Poſt, Mrs. Leu: But 
if you'll come and keep me in Humour, I: don” t care if F 
ſhare the Duty with you. 


Flip. No Words, Sirrah, but follow him, I have ſomte- 
what elſe to do. 

Braſn The Jade's fo abſolute there s no conteſt with 
her. One Kiſs tho', to keep the Centinel warm. [Giver 
her a long a] . [Exit B. 


Flip. An = LVipi 
Mouth.) But, let me ſee Gr do 2 v4 


Reſtitution will be here quickly, I ſuppoſe; in ee” mean 
time I'll go know if my Lady's ready for the Qnarrel yet. 


Maſter, vonder, is ſo full en't, he's ready to burſt; but 
we U give him Vent by and oy with a Witneſs. [Exit 2 


—ů— — — * EP 2 * Fw * MC. 8 


ACT IV. 
- C E N E, Grige's. Houſe. 
Enter Corinna, Dir*:, and Braſs. 


_— 


bre. Dem, fear, III give you timely. Ke. | 


[Goes to the Door. ] 
Dieb. Come, you muſt conſent, you ſhall conſent: "How 


, caniyou: leave me thus upon the Rack * A Man who loves 


you to that Exceſs that I do- 

Cor. Nay, that you. love me, Sir, chat Fi gef 9 
for you have ſworn you do: And Fm ſb pleas d Witt it; 582 
fain have you do ſo as long as you lives © we mut ney ver, 
mart 


Dick. Not marry, my Dear ! why, what” s our Love god | 


for if we don't marry. 


Dor. Ah Im afraid "twill be e we 
do. 


Dick. Why do you-think ep. > 
Cor. Becauſe I hear my Father and Mother, bal 
Uncle and Aunt, and Araminra and her Huſband, and 


twenty other marry'd Folks, ſay fo from Morning to 


Ni ht. 
"Dicks Oh, that's becauſe they are bad Hufpands and bad 
Wives; but in our Cafe there Will be a 585 Huſband and 
a good Wife, and ſo we ſhall lov. for ever. Vis 
C2 0 Gor. 
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Cyr. Why there may be ſomething in that truly; and 
I'm always willing to hear Reaſon, as a reaſonable young 
Woman ought to do. But are you ſure, Sir, tho* we are 

very good now, ſhe ſhall be ſo when we come to be better 
acquainted ? | 

Dick. I can anſwer for myſelf, at leaft. 

Cor. I wiſh you cou'd anſwer for me too. You ſee I am 
a Plain-dealer, Sir, I hope you don't like me the worſe 


for it. 


Dick. O, by no means, tis a ſign of admirable Morals; 3 

| and I hope, ſince you practiſe it yourſelf, you'll approve « of 

it in your Lover. In one Word therefore, (for 'tis in vain 

| to minee the Matter) my Reſolution's fix'd, and the Wor Id 
t ſtagger me, I marry——— or I die. 

3 1 > Sir, Thom much ado 0 believe vou; the 

Diſeaſe of Love is ſeldom ſo violent. 

Dick. Madam, I have two Diſeaſes to end my! Miſeries; 
if the firſt don't do't, the latter ſhall; [Prawing his 
Sword. ] onen my Heart, t'other's in my Scabbard. 

Cor. Not for a Diadem, [Catching hold of him.] Ah, 
put it up, put it up. 

Dict. How abſolute is your Command; [Dropping bis 
Sæbord.] A Word, you ſee, diſarms me. 

Cor. What a Power 1 have over him ! [ A/ide.] The 
wondrous Deeds of Love Pray, Sir, let me have no 
more of theſe raſk Doings tho“; perhaps I mayn't be al- 
ways in the ſaving Humour——T'm ſure if I had let him 
ſtick ' himſelf,” I ſhou'd have been envy d by all the great 
—_ of the Town. L[Alde.] | 
Welt, Madam, have I then your Promiſe ? You Il 
1 Me j een of Mankind. 

Cor. I don't know what to ſay to you; but 1 helices 1 
had as good promiſe, for I find T ſhall certainly dot. 

Diet. Then let us ſeal the Contract thus. {Kiſſes ber.] 

or. Um he has almoſt taken away my Breath: He 
kiſſes purely. [ Aſide.] 

. Dick. Hark——-ſome- body comes.  (Brafs peeping in. 1 

WW Gar 2 the Enemy 75 e yh are hy 

Ent 440 ; 
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Flip. Come, have you * the Matter? If not, you bl 
muſt end it another time, for Your Father's in Motion, ſo 
| Pray Kiſs and 5 


(Enter Flippanta. . 5 | 


Cor. 
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4 Cor. That's ſweet and ſour. [They kiſs.) Adieu t'ye, 
Sir, PET x [Exit Dick and Cor. 


Euter Clariſſa. 


Clar. Have you told him I'm at homes linen ? 

Flip. Yes, Madam. 

Clar, And that I'll ſee him? 

Flip, Yes, that too: But here's News for you I have 
juſt now receiv'd the Reſtitution. 

Clar. That's killing Pleaſure z and how much has he 
reſtor'd me: 

Flip. Two hundred and thirty Guineas, 

Clar, Wretched Rogue | but retreat, your Maſter * 
coming to quarrel, 

I'll be wit thin Call, if things run high. [Ex. 10 


Enter Gripe, 


ripe. O O ho! are you there, 1 faith, W 
our humble Servant, I'm very ry rod to ſee you at home. 

thought I ſhou'd never have had the Honour _ 

Clar. Good-morrow, my Dear, how d'ye do? Flip- 
pauta ſays you are out of Humour, and that you have a 
mind to quarrel with me: Is it true? ha! I have 
a terrible Pain in my Head, I give you Notice ou't be- 
forehand, | 

Gripe, And how the Pox hou'd it be otherwiſe? It's a 
Wonder you are not dead [as a' wou'd you were, Afide.] 
with the Life you lead. Are you not aſham'd ? And do- 
you not bluſh to | 

Clar. My dear Child, you crack my Brain ; 3 ſoften the. 
Harſhneſs of your Voice: Say what thou wou't, but let it 
be in an agreeable Tone 

Gripe. Tone, Madam, don't tell me of a Tone- 

Clar. O if you will quarrel, do it with Tempe- 
rance ; let it be all 1 5 cool Blood, even and ſmooth, as if 
you were not mov'd with what yon faid ; and then I'II. 
hear you, as if I were not mov'd with it neither. 

Gripe. Had ever Man ſuch need of n PO 
Madam, I muſt tell you, Madam 

Clar. Another Key, or I'll walk off. 

Gripe. Don't provoke me. 

Clar. Shall you be long, my Dear, in a your Remione: 
ſtrances ? 


Gripe, Yes, Madam, and very long. 
. Clar. 
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Expreſſions of Affection and (R 


Flippanta ] 


going wrong, I'm afraid he'll bite. 


Clar. If you wou'd quarrel en abrege, I ſhou'd have a 


World of Obligation to you. 


Gripe. What I have to ſay, forſooth, is not to be ex- 


preſe d en abrege, my Complaints are too numerous. 


Clar. Complaints! of what, my Dear? Have I ever 


given you Subject of Complaint, my Life? 


Gripe. O Pox ! my Dear and my Life! I defire none of 
your Tendres. | gg, Ko 
- Clary. How! find fault with my Kindneſs, and m 

fo ect? the World will 

gueſs by this what the reſt of your Sn may be. I 
muſt tell you, I am ſcandaliz'd at your Procedure. 

_ Grepe. I muſt tell you, I am running mad with yours. 

Clary. Ah! how mſupportable are the Humours of ſome 
Huſbands, ſo full of Fancies, and fo ungovernable : What 
have you in the World to diſturb you? 

Gripe. What have I to diſturb me! I have you, Death 
and the Devil ! 5 
Clar. Ah, merciful Heaven]! how he ſwears! You 


mould never accuſtom yourſelf to ſuch Words as theſe . 


indeed, my Dear, you ſhou'd not; your Mouth's always 
full of them. £ | . 

Sripe. Blood and Thunder]! Madam b 
_ Clar. Ah, he'll fetch the Houſe down: Do you know 
you make me tremble for you? Fpauta! who's there? 


\ 


Gripe. Here's a provoking Devil for you! 
| Enter Flippanta. 


9 


Hlip. What, in the Name of Jowe's the Matter? you 


will raiſe the Neighbourhood. 


Clar. Why here's your Maſter in a moſt violent Fuſs, 

and no mortal Soul can tell for what! 
Er ipe. Not tell for what! . | | 
Clar. No, my Life. I have begg'd him to tell me his 


Griefs, Flippania ; and then he ſwears, good Lord! how 
he does ſwear. . | 


Gripe. Ah, you wicked Jade! Ah, you wicked Jade! 
Clar. Do you hear him, Flzppanta ! do you hear him! 
Flip. Pray, Sir, let's know a little what puts you'in all 


this Fury? 


Clar. Pr'ythee ſtand near me, Flippanta, there's an odd 
Froth about his Mouth, looks as if his poor Head were 


Gripe. 


THE CONFEDERACY. 55 
Cripe. The wicked Woman, Flippanta, the wicked 
Woman. | | i 

Clar. Can any body wonder I ſhun my own Houſe, 
when he treats me at this rate in it? 7 

Gripe. At this rate! Why in the Devil's Name 

Clar. Do you hear him again? 5 

Flip. Come, a little Moderation, Sir, and try what that 
will produce. | 

7ipe, Hang her, tis all a Pretence to juſtify her going 
abroad, £3 | 
Car. A Pretence! a Pretence ! Do you hear how black 
a Charge he loads me with? Charges me with a Pretence ? 

Ts this the Return for all my down-right open Actions? 
You know, my Dear, I ſcorn Pretences : Whenever I go 
abroad, it is without Pretence. 7 
SGripe. Give me Patience. | 
Flip, You have a great deal, Sir. 

Clar, And yet he's never content, pants. 

Grize, What ſhall I do ? | | Is 
Clar. What a reaſonable Man wou'd do; own your- 
elf in the wrong, and be quiet. Here's Flippanta has 
Ur derffanding, and I have Moderation; I'm willing to 
make her Judge of our D fferences. | 

Flip. You do me a great deal of Honour, Madam: 
— I tell you beforehand, I ſhall be a little on Maſter's 
ide. | 

Gripe. Right, Flippanta has Senſe. Come, let her de- 
cide, Have I not reaſon to be in a Paſſion ? tell me that. 

Clar. You muſt tell her for what, my Life. 

Cripe. Why, for the Trade you drive, my Soul. 

Flip. Look you, Sir, pray take things right. I know 
Madam does fret you a little now and then, that's true; 
but in the main, ſhe is the ſofteſt, ſweeteſt, gentleſt Lady 
breathing: Let her but live entirely to her own Fancy, 
_ never ſay a Word to you from Morning to 

ight. — | 
Grippe. Oons, let her but ſtay at Home, and ſhe ſhall do 
what ſhe will: In reaſon, that is. | 

Flip. D'ye hear that, Madam ? Nay, now I muſt be on 
Maſter's Side ; you ſee how he loves you, he defires only 
your Company; pray give him that Satis faction, or I mult 
pronounce againſt you. | 

Clar. Well, I agree. Thou know'ſt I don't love to 
grieve him; Let him. be always in a good Humour, and 
II be always at home. Y 


- 
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Flip. Look you there, Sir, what wou'd you have 


more? | | 


Gripe. Well, let her keep her Word, and I'll have done 


quarrelling. | | 
Clar. I muſt not, however, ſo far loſe the Merit of m 
Conſent, as to let you think I'm weary-of going abroad, 


my Dear: What I do, is purely to oblige you: which, 


that I may be able to perform, without a Relapſe, 1'll 
invent what ways I can to make my Priſon ſupportable to 


me. 


Word melt you, Sir? 


Gripe. I muſt confeſs I did not expect to find her lo rea- 5 


ſonable. | 
Flip. O, Sir, ſoon or late Wives come into good Hu- 
mour : Huſbands mult only have a little Patience to wait 


Sor it; . 


Clar. The innocent little Diverſions, Dear, that I ſhall 


content my ſelf with, will be chiefly Play and Company. 


Gripe. O, T'll find you Employment, your Time ſhan't 


lie upon your Hands; tho* if you have“ a mind now for 

ſuch a Companion as a—— let me ſee—— 4ramita for 

Example, why I ſhan't be againſt her being with you from 
Morning *till Night. 


| Clar. You can't oblige me more, tis the beſt Woman in 


the World. | 
Grie. Is not ſhe? | LN 
Flip. Ah, the old Satyr! [A/ide.] 


Gripe. Then we'll have, beſides her, may be PRES 


times her Huſband ; and we ſhall ſee my Niece that 
_ writes Verſes, and my Siſter Fidget : With her Huſband's 
Brother that's always merry ; and his little Couſin, that's 
to marry the fat Curate ; and my Uncle the Apothecary, 


with his Wife and all his Children. O we ſhall divert our 


ſelves rarely. | | 


Flib. Good. [ Aide.) 


Clar. O, for that, my dear Child, I muſt be plain with 


you, I'll ſee none of em but Araminta, who has the Man- 


ners of the Court; for I'll converſe with none but Women 


of Quality. Ah | 
Gripe. Ay, ay, they ſhall all have one Quality or other. 
Clar. Then, my Dear, to make our Home pleaſant, - 
we'll have Concerts of Muſick ſometimes. | 


Gripe. Muſick in my Houle: 


Clar. 


Flip. Her Priſon ! pretty Bird! her Priſon | don't that 


_ 
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Clar. Ves, my Child, we muſt have Muſick, or the 
ö Houſe will be ſo dull I ſhall get the Spleen, and be going 
5 abroad again. 
Flip. Nay, ſhe has ſo much reap for you, sir, 
you can't diſpute ſuch things with her.. 
" Grife. Ay, but if I have Muſick 
Clar. Ay, but, Sir, I muſt have Muſick 
Flip. Not every Day, Madam don't mean. 
Clar. No, bleſs me, no; but three Concerts a Week : 
three Days more we'll play after Dinner at Ombre, Picquet,. 
Baſſet, and ſo forth, and cloſe the TOE» with a haadlome 


Supper and a Ball. 


Gripe. A Ball ! 
Clar. Then, my Love, you know there is 1 one Day 


more upon our Hands, and that ſhall be the Day of Con- 
verſation, we'll read Verſes, talk of Books, invent Modes, 
tell Lies, ſcandalize our Friends, be pert upon Religion; 
and, in ſhort, employ every Moment of it, in ſome pretty. 
witty Exerciſe or other. 
Flip. What Order, you ſee, tis ſhe propoſes: to live in! 

A moſt wonderful Regularity! 

Lide. ] , 


Gripe. Regularity with a Pox: 
Clar. And as this kind of Life, ſo toft, ſo ſmooth, ſo 


agreeable, muſt. needs invite a vaſt: deal of Company to , 
partake of it, *twill be neceſſary to have the Decency of a 


Porter at our Door, you know. 
Gripe. A Porter A Scrivener have a Porter, Ma- 


dam. 


Clar. Poſitively, a Porter. 
Cripe. Why, no Scrivener ſince Adam ever had a Por- 


ter, Woman! 
Clar. You will therefore be renown'd in Story, for hav- 
ing the firſt, my Life. i 


Gripe. Flippanta. 
Flip. Hang it, Sir, never difputs a Trifle, if you vex 


her, perhaps ſhe'll inbſt upon a. Swiſs, [ Ajide to Gripe.]. 
Gripe. But, Madam— 
Clar. But, Sir, a Porter, poſitively a Porter ; ; without 
that the Treaty's null, and I go abroad this Moment, . . _ 
Flip. Come, Sir; never loſe ſo advantageous a Pe ice for 
a pitiful Porter. a 
Gripe. Why, I ſhall be hooted at, the Boys will tö ow- 
Stones at my Porter. Beſides, . where ſhall I have M ney 


for all this Expence? 
Car. My Dear, who aiks you for any? Don't. be iN a: 


frig:t, Chicken. 
'C 5: 1 Gripe, 


— 


n- 
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: Gripe. Don't bein a fright, Madam But where, I 
— | 

Flip. Adam. plays, Sir, . on that; Wonieh that 
py. have inexhauſtible Mines, and Wives who receive 

alt Money from their Huſbands, are many times thoſe 
who ſpend the moſt, . 

Clar. So, my Dear, let what Flippanta ſays content you. 
Go, my Life, trouble your ſelf with nothing, but let me 
do juſt as I pleaſe, 11 all will be well. I'm going into 
my Cloſet, to ander of ſome more things to enable me 

to give you the Pleaſure of my Company at Home, with- 

out making it too great a Miſery to a yielding Wife. 

[Exit Clariſſa. 
Flip. Mirror of Goodneſs! Pattern to all Wives! well 
ſure, Sir, you are the happieſt of all Huſbands. 

Erie. Ves — and a miſerable Dog for all that too, 
perhaps. | 
| Flip. Why what can you aſk more, than this matchleſs 
Complaiſance ? | 

Grype. I don't know what I can aſk, and yet I'm not 
fatisfy" d with what I have neither, the Devil mixes in it all, 

I think; complaiſant or perverſe, it feels juſt as it did. 

Flip. Why then your Uneaſineſs is only a Diſeaſe, 

Sir, perhaps a little Bleeding and Purging wou' d relieve 

ou. 

Car. Flippanta? [ Clariſſa calls within. ] 

Flip. Madam calls. I come, Madam. Come, be mer. 
ry, be merry, Sir, you have Cauſe, take my Word for't. 
Poor Devil. [ Afede.] Exit Flippanta. 
_ Grife. I don't know that, I don't ko that: But this 
I do know, that an honeſt Man, who has marry'd a Jade, 
whether ſhe's pleas'd to ſpend her time at home or abroad, 
had better have liv d a Bachelor. 


| Enter Braſs. 


me 


5 1 0 O, Sir, I'm mighty glad.] have found you. 
Gripe. Why, what's the Matter, pr 'ythee ? 
Braſs. Can no Body hear us? ; 
. Gripe. No, no, ſpeak quickly. 
Brejs. You han't ſeen Araminla, ſince the lat Letter 
I carry d her from you? | / 
Grize. Not I, I go prudently; I don't preſs things like 
your young Firebrand Lovers. 
Breſs. But ſeriouſly, Sir, are Oy very much in love 


| with her ? 
| Gripe. 


_— — — * ——— V r . — 


— 
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Gripe. As mortal Man has been. | : 
Braß. Im ferry fort. 
Gripe. Why ſo, dear Braſs ? | 

_ Brafs. If you were never to ſee her more now? Suppoſe 

ſuch a Thing, d'you think *twould break your Heart ? 

Grippe. Oh! „ | 

* Braſs. Nay, now I ſee you love her; wou'd you did 

not. | ; 

_  Gripe. My dear Friend! | 
Braſs. Im in your Intereſt deep; you ſee it. 
Gripe. I do: but ſpeak, what miſerable Story haſt thou 

for me? ok | RT 
Braſs. J had rather the Devil had, phu——flown away 

with you quick, than to ſee you ſo much in love, as I per- 
ceive you are, fince | EE, 
© Gripe. Since what ?——ho. 


Braſs. Araminta, Sir. | 
%% 1 . 
Braſs. No. = 
Ceripe. How then? 
Braſs. Worſe. 
Gripe. Out with't. 
Braſs. Broke. 
Gripe. Broke! | 
Braſs. She is poor Lady, in a moſt unfortunate Situation. 
of Affairs. But I have ſaid too much. 
Gripe. No, no, *tis very ſad, but let's hear it. 
Braſs. Sir, ſhe charged me, on my Life, never to men- 
tion it to you, of all Men living. 
Gripe. Why, who ſhould'ſ thou tell it to, but to the 
beſt of her Friends ? 5 8 8 : . 
Braſs. Ay, why there's it now, it's going juſt as I fan- 
cy'd. Now will I be hang'd if you are not enough in 
Love to be engaging in this Matter. But I muſt tell you, 
Sir, that as much Concern as I have for that moſt excel- 
lent, beautiful, agreeable, diſtreſs'd, unfortunate Lady, 
I'm too much your Friend and Servant, ever to let it be 
ſaid, twas the Means of your being ruin'd for a Woman 
——by letting you know, ſhe eſteem'd you more than any 
other Man upon Earth. | | 
Gripe. Ruin'd ! what doſt thou mean? 
Braſs. Mean! Why! mean that Women always ruin 
thoſe that love *em, that's the Rule, 
Gripe, The Rule! | 
_ Braſs. Yes, the Rule; why wou'd you have em ruin 
thoſe that dont? How ſhall they bring that about? 
| Gripe, 
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 CGripe. But is there a Neceſſity then, they ſhou'd ruin 
ſomebody ? „„ | 
Braſs. Yes, marry is there; how wou'd you have 'em 
ſupport their Expence elſe ? Why, Sir, you can't conceive 
now——you can't conceive what Araminta's Privy-purſe 
requires. Only her Privy-purſe, Sir! Why, what do you 
imagine now the gave me for the laſt Letter I carry'd her 
from you? *Tis true, twas from a Man ſhe lik'd, elſe, 
perhaps, I had had my Bones broke. But what do you 
think the gave me? | 
Gripe. Why, mayhap a Shilling, 
Braſs. A Guinea, Sir, a Guinea. You ſee by that 
how fond ſhe was on't, by the bye. But then, Sir, her 
 Coach-hire, her Chair-hire, her Pin- money, her Play- 
money, her China, and her Charity wou'd conſume 
Peers: A great Soul, a very great Soul ! but what's the 
End of ali this ? 1 8 
Gripe. Ha 5 5 
Braſs. Why, T'll tell you what the End is ———a 
Nunnery. | 
Gripe. A Nunnery ! 3 
Braſs. A Nunnery. In ſhort, ſhe is at laſt reduc'd 
to that Extremity, and attack'd with ſuch a Battalion of 
Duns, that rather than tell hey Huſband (who you 
know 1s juch a Dog, l.e d let her go if ſhe did) ſhe has 
een determin'd to turn Papiſt, and bid the World adicu 
for Life. | E 1 
Gripe. O terrible ! a Papiſt! 3 
Eraß. Yes, when a handſome Woman has brought her 
ſelf into Difficulties, the Devil can't help her out of 
To a Nunnery, that's another Rule, Sir. „ 
Gripe. But, but, but, pr ythee Braſ, but — 
Bra. But all the buts in the World, Sir, won't ſtop 
her : ſhe's a Woman of a noble Reſolution. So, Sir, 
your humble Servant; I pity her, I pity you. Turtle 
and Mate; but the Fates will have it fo, all's packt up, 
and I am now going to call her a Coach, for ſhe reſolves . 
to ſlip off without ſaying a Word: and the next Viſit ſhe 
receives fiom her Friends, will be through a melancholy 
Grate, with a Veil inſtead of a Top-knot. - Going. | 
Gr:pe. It muſt not be, by the Powers it muſt not; 
ſhe was made for the World, and the World was made for 
Der « | | | 
Braſs. And yet you ſce, Sir, how ſmall a ſhare ſhe has 
on't. | ; 0 | 


Griße. 
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Gripe. Poor Woman! Is there no way to fave her? 
Braſs. Save her! No, how can ſhe be fav'd > Why ſhe 
owes above five hundred Pounds. 

Gripe. Oh! ; Ee. 

Braſs. Five Hundred Pounds, Sir; ſhe's like to be 
ſav'd indeed.— Not but. that I know them in this. 
Town wou'd give me one of the five, if I would per- 
ſuade her to accept of th' other four: But ſhe has for- 
bid me mentioning it to any Soul IvIng; and I have 
diſobey'd her only to you; and fo I'lL go and call a 
Coach. hs SPY, 
| Gripe. Hold doſt think, my poor Braſs, one might 
not order it ſo, as to compound thoſe Debts for——for 
twelve Pence in the Pound ? ERR 

Braſs. Sir, d'ye hear ? I have already try'd 'em with ten 
Shillings, and not a Rogue will prick up his Ear at it. 
Tho' after all, for three hundred Pounds all in glittering 
Gold, I could ſet their Chaps a watering. But where's 
that to be had with Honour? there's the thing, Sir——T'll 
go and call a Coach. - | 

Gripe. Hold, once more: I have a Note in my Cloſet of 
. hundred, ay — and fifty, I'll go and give it her my 
ſelf. z HIRE - 

Braſs. You will; very genteel truly. Go, ſlap-daſh, 
and offer a Woman of her Scruples, Money! bolt in her 
Face : Why, you might as well offer her a Scorpion, and 
ſhe'd as ſoon touch it. 1 

Gripe. Shall I carry it to her Creditors then, and treat 
with them ? | : 3 | 

Braſs. Ay, that's a rare Thought. 

Gripe. Is not it, Braſs Wes 

Braſs. Only one little Inconvenience by the way. 

Gripe. As how? | __— 

Braſs. That they are your Wife's Creditors as well as 
her's ; and perhaps it might not be altogether ſo well to ſee | 
you clearing the Debts of your Netghbour's Wife, and 7 
leaving thoſe of your own unpaid. „ | 

Gripe. Why that's true now. 

Braſs. Lm wile you lee, Sir. 

Gripe. Thou art; and I'm but a young Lover: But 
what ſhall we do then? | 

Braſs. Why I'm thinking, that if you give me the 
Note, do you ſee ; and that I promiſe to give you an Ac- 
count of it | 


Gripe. Ay, but look you, Braſs 


— 


Braſs. 
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Braſs. But look you !——Why what, d'ye think I'm 
a Pick-pocket ? D'ye think I intend to run away with 
your Note ? your paltry Note. 5 0 

Gripe. I don't ſay ſo I ſay only that in Caſe— _ 

Braſs. Caſe, Sir! there's no Caſe but the Caſe I have 


Y put you; and ſince you heap Caſes upon Caſes, where there 
is but three hundred raſcally Pounds in the Caſe——T'll go 
and call a Coach. 988 


Gripe. Pr'ythee don't be fo teſty; come, no more 
— s, follow me to my Cloſet, and I'll give thee the 

oney. | 

Braſs. A terrible Effort you make indeed; you are fo 
much in love, your Wits are all upon the Wing, juſt go- 
ing; and for three hundred Pounds you put a ſtop to their 
flight : Sir, your Wits are worth that, or your Wits are 
worth nothing. Come away. 5 

Gripe. Well, ſay no more, thou ſhalt be ſatisfy' d. 

| Se LExeuni. 


Enter Dick. 
Dich. S. Bra St. _ . 
Re enter Braſs. 
\ 


Braſs. Well, Sir ! b \ 
Dick. Iis not well, Sir, tis very ill, Sir; we ſhall be 


all blown up. 


Braſs, What, with Pride and Plenty? th. 

Dick. No, Sir, with an officious Slut that will ſpoil all. 
In ſhort, Flippanta has been telling her Miſtreſs and Ara- 
minta, of my Paſlion for the young Gentlewoman ; and 
truly to oblige me (ſuppos d no ill Match by the bye) they 


are refoly'd to propoſe it immediately to her Father. 


_ Braſs. That's the Devil! we ſhall come to Papers and 
Parchments, Fointures and Settlements, Relations meet on 
both Sides; that's the Devil. „ 
Dick. I intended this very Day to propoſe to Flippanta, 
the carrying her off: And I'm {ure the young Houſewife 
wou d have tuck'd up her Coat, and have march'd. 
Braſs. Ay, with the Body and the Soul of her. 
Dick. Why then what danin'd Luck is this? 
Bras. "Tis your damn'd Luck, not mine: I have al- 
ways ſeen it in your ugly Phiz, in ſpite of your powder'd 


Perriwig——Pox take ye——he'Il be hang'd at laſt. Why 
don't you try to get her off yet? 1 
| | Dick. 


7 
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Dick. J have no Money you Dog; you know you have 
ſtript me of every Penny. | | 
Braſs. Come, damn it, I'll venture one Cargo more up- 
on your rotten Bottom : But if ever I ſee one Glance of 
your hempen Fortune again, I'm off your Partnerſhip for 

ever—— T1 ſhall never t rive with him. 2 

Dick. An impudent Rogue, but he's in poſſeſſion of my 
Eftate, ſo I muſt bear with him. [A4/ide.] 

Braſs. Well, come, T'll raiſe a hundred Pounds for your 
Uſe, upon my Wife's Jewels here; [Pulling out the Neck- 
lace.) her Necklace ſhall pawn for't. | | 

Dick. Remember tho', that if things fail I'm to 
have the Necklace again; you know you agreed to 

that. | : | 
Braſs. Yes, andif I make it good, you'll be the better 
for't ; if not, I ſhall: ſo you ſee where the Cauſe will 

inen. | | of 
l Dick. Why, you barbarous Dog, you won't offer 


to 
| Braſs. No Words now; about your Buſineſs, march, 
Go ftay for me at the next Tavern: I'll go to Flippanta, 
and try what I can do for you. 5 

Dick. Well, I'll go, but don't think to —0 Pox, 
Sir [ Exit Dick. 

Braſs. (ſolus. ) Will you be gone? A pretty Title you'd 
have to ſue me upon truly, if I ſhou'd have a mind to ſtand 
upon the Defenſive, as perhaps I may ; I have done the 
Raſcal Service enough to wr my Conſcience upon't I'm 
ſure : But 'tis time enough for that. Let me E 
Firſt T'll go to Flippanta, and put a ſtop to this Family _ 
way of Match-making, then fell our Necklace for what 
ready Money *twill produce; and by this time To-morrow 
I hope we ſhall be in poſſeſſion of t'other Jewel 
here; a precious Jewel, as the's ſet in Gold: I believe for 
the Stone itſelf we may part with it again to a Friend — 
for a Teſter, | | [ Exit. 


ACT 


. 
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„550 

SC EN E, Gripe's Houſe. 
Unter Braſs and Flippanta. 
rg: ELL, you agree I'm in the right, don't 7 


ou ? 
| Flip. don't know; if your Maſter has the Eſtate he 
talks of, why not do't all above - board Well, tho' I 
am not e of his Mind, I'm much in his Intereſt, 
rw will therefore nene er to ſerve him in his own 


| 7 ies: That's kindly faid, my Child, and I believe I . 
ſhall reward thee one of theſe Days, with as pretty a Fel- 


low to thy Huſband fort, as 
Flip. Hold your prating, Jack-a-dandy, and leave me to 


my Buſineſs, 
. Braſs. I obey——adieu [Kiſſes ber.] [Exit Braſs, 
Flip. Raſcal F | 8 


Enter Corinna. 


Cor. Ah, Flippanta, I'm = to fink down, my Legs \ \ 


tremble 8 me, my dear Flippy. 
Flip. And what's the Affair? 1 
Cor. My Father's there within, with my Motberiand | 


Araminta; I never faw him in ſo good a Humour In my 


Flip. And is that it that frightens you ſo? 
Cor. Ah, Flippanta, they are juſt going to ſpeak to him 

about my marrying the Colonel. = 

: 3 Are they ſo? ſo much the worle ; they're too 

| * ; 

Cor. O no, not a bit; I ſlipt out on purpoſe, you muſt 

know, to give them an Opportunity; wou'd *twere done 


Already. 
Flip. I tell you no; get you in again e e and 


prevent it. 
Cor. My Dear, Dear, I am not able; I never was in 


ſuch a way before. 
| vet | Flip. 
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Flip. Never in a way sto be marry'd before, ha? is not 
that it? i; N | 
Cor. Ah, Lord, if I'm thus before I come to't, Flip- 
panta, what ſhall I be upon the very Spot? Do but feel 
with what a thumpaty thump it goes. [Putting her Hand 
to her Heart.] RET | | 
| Flip. Nay it does make a filthy Buſtle, that's the Truth 
on't, Child. But I believe I ſnall make it leap another 
way, when I tell you, I'm cruelly afraid your Father 
won't conſent, after all. | 
Cor. Why, he won't be the Death o'me, will he? 
Flip. I don't kvow, old Folks are cruel ; but we'll have 
a Trick for him. Braſs and I have been conſulting u 
on the Matter, and agreed upon a ſurer way of doing it in 
ſpite of his Teeth. | 
Cor. Ay, marry, 
Flip. But tlien Ys 
towards it. g 
Hed BY 1 ea 
p. So, get you in immediately, 6 
05 G three and — 2594 [ Running F.] 
Flip. And prevent your Mother's ſpeaking on't. 
Cor. But is rather way ſure, Flippanta ? 
Flip. Fear nothing, twill only depend upon you. 
Cor, Nay then O ho, ho, ho, how pure that 
„„ | [ Exit Corinna, 
Flip. (fela.) Poor Child! we may do what we will with 
her, as far as marrying her goes; when that's over, tis 
poſſible ſhe mayn't prove altogether ſo tractable. Bu 
who's her@? my Sharper, I think: Yes. | 


that were ſomethin 


mult, not know a Word of any thing 


Enter Money-trap. 


Mon. Well, my beſt Friend, how go Matters? Has 
the Reſtitution been 1eceived, ha? Was ſhe pleas'd with 
it? c | | | | 
Flip. Ves, truly; that is, ſhe was pleas'd to ſee there 
was ſo honeft a Man in this immoral Age. | 
2 Well, but a———— does ſhe know that twas I 
that — | | 

Flip. Why, you muſt know I began to give her a lit- 
tle fort of a Hint, and and ſo——why, and fo ſhe be- 
gan to put on a ſort of a ſevere, haughty, reſerv'd, angry, 
forgiving Air. But ſoft; here ſhe comes: You'll ſee how 

| 8 
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. He, hem. 
Enter Charitfa, 

"Tis no ſmall piece of good Fortune, Madam, to find you 


at home: I have often endeayour'd it in vain. 


Car. Twas then unknown to me, for if I cou'd often 


receive the Viſits of ſo good a Friend at home, I ſhould be 
more reaſonably blam'd for being fo much abroad. 
Mon. Madam, you make me 


; Clay. You are the Man of the World whoſe Company 
T think is moſt to be deſir d. I don't compliment you 


when I tell you fo, I aſſure you. 
Mon. Alas, Madam, your poor humble Servant—— * 


Clar. My poor humble Servant however (with all the \ 


.iteem I have for him) ſtands ſuſpeRed with me for a vile 
Trick, I doubt he has play'd me, which if 1 could 
prove upon him, I'm afraid I ſhou'd puniſh him very be- 
verely. 3 | | 


Mon. I hope, Madam, you'll believe I ah not capable 


of | 

Clar. Look you, look you, you are capable of what- 
ever you pleaſe, you have a great deal.of Wit, and know 
how to give a nice and gallant Turn to every thing ; but 
if. you will have me continue your Friend, you muſt leave 
me in ſome Uncertainty in this Matter. r 

Mon. Madam, I do then proteſt to you —— 

Clar. Come proteſt nothing about it, I am but too pe- 
netrating, as you may perceivez but we ſometimes ſhut 
our Eyes, rather than break with our Friends; for a tho- 
rough Knowledge of the Truth of this Buſineſs, wou'd 
make me very ſeriouſly angry. | | 
Mon. "Tis very certain, Madam, tha 


Clar. Come, ſay no more on't, I beſeech you, for I'm 


in a good deal of heat while I but think on't; if you'll 
walk in, I'll follow yon preſently. _ 25 
Mon. Vour Goodneſs, Madam, is | 


Flip. War, Horſe. [ fide to Money-trap.] No fine 


Speeches, you'll ſpoil all. 1 
Mon. Thou art a moſt incomparable Perſon. 


= 


Flip. Nay, it goes rarely; but get you in, and I'll 


ſay a little ſomething te my Lady for you, while "ſhe's 
warm. ; 


— 


you ſtand with her preſently : But don't be afraid. Con- 


Mon. 
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Mon. But S't, Flippanta, how long do'ſt think ſhe may 
hold out? | | | 

Flip. Phu, not a Twelvemonth. 

Mon. Boo. e 6 5 

Flip. Away, I ſay. WF him out.) | | 

Clar. Is he gone? What a Wretch it is! he never was 
quite ſuch a Beaſt before. RE | 

Flip. Poor Mortal, his Money's finely. laid out truly. 

Clar. I ſuppoſe there may have been much ſuch another 
Scene within between Araminta and my Dear: But I left 
him ſo inſupportably briſk, tis impoſſible he can have part- 
ed with any Money : I'm afiaid Braſs has not ſucceeded 
as thou haſt done, Flippanta. 255 | 

Flip. By my Faith but he has, and better too; he pre- 
ſents his humble Duty to Araminta, and has ſent her 
this. [Shewing the Note.] 

Clar. A Bill from my Love for two hundred and fifty 
Pounds, The Monſter! he wou'd not part with ten to 
ſave his lawful Wife from everlaſting Torment. 7 

Fl. Never complain of his Avarice, Madam, as long 
as vou harz his Money, . - 

Clar. But is not he a Beaft, Flippanta? methinks the 
Reſtitution Took'd better by half. 5 

Flip. Madam, the Man's Beaſt enough, that's certain; 
but which way will you go to receive his beaſtly Money, 
for I muſt not appear with his Note ? | DP, 

Clay. That's true; why ſend for Mrs, Amiet; that's a 
mighty uſeful Woman, that Mrs. Amer. SD 
Flip. Marry is ſhe ;z we ſhou'd have been baſely puz- 


zled how to diſpoſe of the Necklace without her, twoubd 


have been dangerous offering it to Sale. 

Clar. It wou'd fo, for I know your Maſter has been lay- 
ing out for't amongſt the Goldſmiths. But I ſtay here too 
long. I mutt in and coquet it a little more to my Lover, 
Araminta will get Ground on me elſe. [Exit Clariſſa, 


Flip. And I'll go ſend for Mrs. Amlet. [ Exit Flip. 
SCENE opens. 


Araminta, Corinna, Gripe, and Money-trap at a Tea- 
Table, very gay and laughing. Clatiſſa comes in to em. 


Omnes. Ha! ha! ha! ha! „ 
Mon. Mighty well, O mighty well indeed! EE 
Clar. Save you, ſave you good Folks, you are all in 
rare Humour, methinks. . | TI 
Gripe. 


8 


} 
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q Gripe. Why, what ſhou'd we be otherwiſe for, Ma- 


Clar. Nay, I don't know, not I, my Dear; but I han't 
had the Happineſs of ſeeing you ſo ſince our Honey- moon 
was over, I think. — 5 Ds 
__ Gripe. Why to tell you the Truth, my Dear, tis the 
Joy of ſeeing you at Home; [King ber.] You ſee what 
Charms you have, when you are pleaſed to make uſe of 

J.. | 
Lam. Very gallant truly, a 3 

Clar. Nay, and what's more, you muſt know, he's ne- 
ver to he otherwiſe hence forwards; we have come to an 
Agreement about it. : 3 

on. Why, here's my Love and I have been upon juſt 
ſuch another Treaty too, 3 
Aram. Well, ſure there's ſome very peaceful Star rules 
at preſent. Pray Heaven continue its Reign. | 
Moa. Pray do you continue its . ou Ladies; fer 


"tis all in your Power. [ Leering at Clariſſa. _ 


Gripe. 1 Dae: rhbour Money-tr ſays true, at leaſt I'll, 
Nav 


confeis fra [Ogling Araminta.] 'tis in one Lady's 
Power to make me ine V. umgur d r dl Earth. 
| Men, And I'll anſwer for another, that has the ſame 
over me. [Ogling Clariila.] ö ö 
Car. Tis mighty fine, Gentlemen, mighty civil Huſ- 
bands indeed. „ | 1 
Gripe. Nay, what I 1 th true, and fo true, that all 
Quarrels being now at an End, I am willing, if you pleaſe, 
to diſpenſe with all that fine Company we talk'd of to-day, 


be content with the friendly Converſation of our to good 


Neighbours here, and ſpend all my toying Hours alone 
with my ſweet Wife. 


Mon. Why, truly, 1 think now, if theſe good Women 


pleas'd, we might make up the prettieſt little neighbourly 


Company between our two Families, and ſet a Defiance to 


all the impertinent People in the World. i 
Clar. The Raſcals! [Afide.] | 


Aram. Indeed I doubt you'd ſoon grow weary, if we. 


grew fond. 


* 


SGripe. Never, never, for our Wives have Wit, Neigh- 


bour, and that never palls. | 7 
Clar. And our Huſbands. have Generoſity, Araminta, 
and that ſeldom palls. 18 | EW 
. _  Gripe. So, that's a Wipe for me now, becauſe I did not 

ive her a New-year's Gift laſt time; but be good, and I'll 
think of ſome Tea-cups for you, next Year. na 


a 0 


Mon. ff 
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Mon. And perhaps I Ayn 't forget a Fan, or as good 
a thing hum, Huſſy. 

Clar. Well, upon theſe Encouragement, Araminta, 
we'll try how * be. 

Gripe. Well, this goes moſt rarely : Poor Monęytrap, 
he ict thinks what makes his Wife ſo eaſy in his Com- 
pany. [A/ide.] 

Mon. I can but pity poor Neighbour Gripe. Lard, 
Lard, what a Fool do his Wite and I make of him? 
LA. 

Clar. Are not the ſe two wretched Rogues, Araminta 5 
[Afide to Araminta. I 

Aram. They are indeed. Aide to K * 


Enter Jefſamin. i 


Ye Sir, here” 8 Mr. Clip, the Goldſmith, dckires to 
ſpeak with you. 

Eripe. Cods 8. perhaps ſome News of I aa | 
my Dear. | 
Gar: That would be News indeed. 
Gripe. Let him come in. 


Enter Mr. Clip. 


Gripe. Mr. Clip, your Servant, I'm 800 to le you: ; 
How do you do? _ 5 

Clip. At your Service, Sir, very well. Your * Servant, 
Madam Gr1ipe. 

Char. Horrid Fellow! [Ade 

Gripe. Well, Mr. Clip, no News. yet of my Wik „ 
Necklace? ö 

Clip. If you pleaſe to let me ſpeak with you in the next 
Room, I have ſomething to ſay to you. | 

Gripe. Ay, with all my Heart. Shut the Door after 
Ius. [They come forward, and the Scene ſhuts behind them.] 
Well, any News ? 
Clip. Look you, Sir, here's a Necklace brought me to 
ſel}, at leaf very like that you deſerib'd to me. 
Gripe. Let's ſee't Vickoria] the very ſame. Ah my 
dear Mr.'Clip 
you ſhould have ſeized him. 

Clip. Twas a young Fellow that I know: I can't tell 
whether he _ be guilty, tho' it's like enough. _—_— 

as 


[Kifes him.) But who brought it you? | 
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bas only left it me now, to. ſhew a Brother of our Trade, 
and will call upon me n . 

Erie. Wheedle him! „Clip. Here 1 
Neighbour Moneytrap in the. n. he 8 4 Juſtice and 
will commit ar me 

5 Eater Braſs. 

* Gripe. O, m my Friend Braſs | , 

Bras. Hold, Sir, I think that's the th I'm 
looking for. Mr. Clip, O your Servant; what, are you 
aequainted here! I have juſt been at your Shop. 

5 5 I only ſtept here to ſhew Mr. Gripe the Necklace 

ou leit. 
l Braſs. Why, Sir, do you underſtand Jewels ? (To 
Gripe.] I thought you dealt only in Gold. But 1 
ſmoke the Matter, hark you———a Word in your Ear 
you are going to play the Gallant again, an make « Pur- 
chaſe on t for Araminta; ha, ha? 

Gripe. Where had you the Necklace? | 

Braſs. Look you, don't: trouble yourſelf about that; 
it's in Commiſſion with me, and I can. help you to a Pen- 
nyworth on't. 

re. A Penny-workk. on it, Villain ; ? [Strikes a Sy 

3 Villain! a hey, a hey. Is't Jou or Kr 
pleas'd to compliment: 33 
"What do you think on't, Sir? 

Braſs. Think on't, now the Devil fetch me 15 1 | i 
what to think on't. 

Grippe. You'll ſell a MG Rogue of a Thing 
you, haye ſtolen from me. 

' Braſs. Stolen! pray, Sir——what Wine have you. drunk 
To- day? It has a very merry Effect upon you. 

_ _ Grepe. You Villain; either give me an Account how 
you ſtole it, or 
* Braſs. O ho, Sir, if you pleaſe, don't carry. your: Jel 
too far, I don't underſtand hard Words, I give you Warn: 

ing on't :, If you han't a mind to buy the. Necklace, you 
muſt let it alone, I, know how to diſpoſe on't. What a 

Px! | 
'Gripe. O, you ſhaw? t have the Frouble,, Sir. Dent 
Mr. Clip, you may leave the Necklace here. I'II call at 
your Shop, and thank you for your Care. 
Clip. Sir, your humble Servant. [Ging] 


'B Bra 
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Braſs. O ho, Mr, Clip, if you pleaſe, Sir; this won't 
do, [Stopping him.) I don't underſtand Raillery in; fuck 
Matters. 

Clip. 1 leave it WP Mr.- Gripe, do you and he diſ- 
ay it. LBxit 7 4 

Braſs. Ay, but *ris from you,, by your r leave, Sir, tha 

I expe& it. [Going after bim. ] 
Cripe. Jau engect, you, Rogus, to, make pour Eſcape, 
do you? But T have other erer beades is, ta make 
up with you. To be ſure the Dog has cheated me of two 
hundred and fifty Pounds. Come, Villain, give me an 
Account of | 

Braſs. Account of I. Sir, gige me an Acoount of 
my Necklace, or I Il make ſach. ah Vai your digs I'll 
ralſe the Devil in't. © 
 Gripe, Well ſaid, Courage. 
Brat. Blood and Thunder, give it me, or- 

Gripe. Come, huſh, be wiſe, and PII make no Noiſe-of 
this Affair. 

Braſs. You'll make no Noiſe! But Tl make a:Noiſe, 4 
and a damn'd Noife too. O, don't think town. _ 

. Gripe. I tell thee I. will not hang the. 

ue But T tell you I will hang you, if, you 2's t. Sire 

me my Necklace, Iwill, rot me 

Gripe., Speak ſoftly, be wile ; 3; how came it thine? who 
1. gave it thee? 
Rrafs. A. Gentleman, a Friend of mine. 
Gripe. What's his Name? 
Bras. His Name I'm in ſuch a Paſſion I have, far» 


S © 


ce 


got it. 1 5 
5 Re: e. Ah, brazen, Rogue thou haſt folen it from 
ws ife : Pis the ſame the loſt fix Weeks, ago. 

" ge. This has not been in England a Month. 
mn rie. You are a Son of a Whore. 
_ - Braſs. Give me my Necklace. 


Gripe. Give me my two hundred and ff 33 e 
* Brass. Vet I offer Peace; one Word without Paſſion. The 
Je Caſe ſtands, thus, either, Fm: out of my Wits, or you 
are out of yours : Now tis Fin T. am not out of my 
Wu Wits, EIS. 

Gripe. My, Bill, Hang. Dog, or Th frangl thee, 
[They Hruggle.] | 
* — Murder! 


Enter 
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Enter Clarifla, | Araninta, Corinna, Flippana, - and 
, eee ti 46s L, 
w Wars 5 1 ? What's atter here "4 

: 2 III Matter. him. te M * 1 
Clar. Who makes thee cry out thus, poor Braſs 15 

: Braſs. Why, your ET Akt he's in * alk 

—_ here. 

Gripe. Robbe. 

1: Braſs, Here, he has Mas me of a Diamond Nec: 

lace. 

| Cr. Who, Papa? Ah dear mel N 

Clar. Pr'ythee what's the OE of this, great Ems! 

tion, my Dear? Ls 
Gripe. The Meaning is that- K m quite out of 

Breath this Son of n Whore has, got your Nets 

that's all. 

Car. My Necklace! 3 IT. 

. That Birdlime there— ſtole i . 

Char. Impoſſible! wh 3 

Brass. Madam, you ſee Maſter's J a 110 ice Ache, 

- that's all. Twenty Ounces of Blood be looſe, wou d 

tet all right-again. 

Griße Here, call a 'Conftable- preſently. . ' Neightiour 
oneytrap, you'll commit him, | 
Braſs. Dye hear? d'ye Hear? Oe how wild he looks : 
how his Eyes roll in his Head: down, % 5 


1 


do ſome Miſchief or o tler. 1 25 ſt 85 
Gripe. Let me come at him. . 
Clar. Hold pr y thee, my wig reduce Abi toa 

little T emperance, Br let us h to, ; the Secret o 


this diſagreeable Rupture. 
Gribe. Well then, without Paſſic on; "A 7 od you 8 


know, (but I'll have him hang: d) you muſt know that he 
came to Mr. Clip, to Mr. cl the'Dog did with a 
Necklace to ſell; fo Mr. 2 7 aving Notice before that 
(cen you deny this,” '$irrah?) that you had loſt Yours, 
brivgs it to me. Lock at it hefe, do ns know. it again 
| A, you Traitor. [To Braſs. J 

© Braſs. He makes me mad! Hete's an Appeatance. of 
FI :*thing now to the Company, and yet e in 't in 


the . 8 } : 


Enter 


3 


ma 


— — 


Necklace is not mine. 


| Jjuſt i in all 


eee wo 
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Enier Conflable. 1 
Clar. Flippanta! [fide to Flippanta, lie ing thi Neck. 


lace. 
| 10. "Tis it, Faith; here a ſome Myſtery in this, we 
muit look about us. — ITS | 
Clar. The ſafeſt way is point blank to difown the e Neck- 5 
lace. 
Flip. Right, ſtick to that. 
Gripe. Well, e do you know your old leben. | 
tance, ha? 
Clar. Why, truly, ray Dear, tho' (as you may all i ima- 
gine) I ſhou'd be very lad to recover ſo valuable a thin 
as my Necklace, yet I muſt be juſt to all the World, as 


 Brafs. Huzza——here, Conſtable, do your Duty; Mr. 
Juſtice, I demand my Necklace, and Satefattion of 
him.“ 

Gripe. T'll die before I part with it, I'll keep it, and 
have him hang'd. 

Clar. But be a little calm, my Dear, do my Bird, and 
then thou' lt be able to judge rightly of things. 

Gripe. O good lack, O aK. 

Clar. No, but don't give way to Fury and Intereſt both, 
either of em are Paſſions ſtrong enough to lead a wile - 
Man out of the way. The Necklace not being really, 
— give it the Man again, and come drink a Diſh of 

ea | BE 

Braſs. Ay, Madam ſays right. 

Gripe. Oons, if you with your addle Head don't know 
your own Jewels, I with my ſolid one do. And if I part 


with it,” may Famine be my Portion. 


Clar. But don't ſwear and curſe thyſelf at this fearful 
Pate; don't, my Dove: Be temperate in your Words, and 
| your Actions, 'twill bring a Bleſling upon you 
and your Famil ly. 

Gripe. Bring Thunder and. Lightning upon me and my 

Family, if I part with my Necklace. 
» Clar, Why you'll have the Lightning burn your 
Houſe about your Ears, my Dear, if you go on in theſe 
Practices. 

Mon. A moſt excellent Woman this * LAlide.] 


8 Yor. II. D Enter 


7% THE CONFEDERACY. 
| Enter Mrs. Amlet. 


Gripe. T'll keip my Necklace. 

Braſs. Will youſo? Then here comes one has a Title 
to it, if I han't ; let Dick bring himſelf off with her as he 
can. Mrs. Amlet, you are come in very.good time, you 
loſt a Necklace t'other Day, ou who do Fo think has 

tit ? 

Re =) Marry, that I know not, Iwiſh I did. 

Braſs. Why then here's Mr. Gripe has it, and ſwears 
'tis his Wife's. 

'Gripe. And fo I do, Sirrah look here, Miſtreſs, do 
you pretend this is yours ? | 

Aml. Not for the round World:I-wou'd not ſay it; 1 
only kept it to do Madam a ſmall Courteſy, that's all. 

Clar. Ah, Flippanta, all will out now. [ Afide to Flip.] 

Gripe. Court y! what Courteſy ? 

Aml; A little Money only that Madam had preſent 
need of, pleaſe to pay me that, and I demand no more. 

Braſs. So here's freſh Game, I have ſtarted a new * 
I find. [Afide.] 

_ Gripe. How, forſooth, is this true? [To Clariſſa. ] 
. Clar. Youareina Hzimour at preſent, Love, to believe 
any thing, fo I won't take the Pains to contradict it. \ 
| Braſs. This damn'd Necklace will ſpoil all our Affair, 
this is Dzck's Luck again. [ Afde.] 

Gripe. Are you not aſham'd of theſe ways? Do you ſee 
how you are expos d before your beſt Friends here ? don t 

ou bluſh at it ? 

Clar. I do bluſh, my Dear, but tis for you, that hive | it 
 ſhou'd appear to the World, you keep me ſo bare of Mo- 
ney, I'm forc'd to pawn my Jewels. 

: Gripe. Impudent Houſewife ! { Raiſing his Hand to firike 
er.] 

Clar. Softly, Chicken: you might have prevented all 
this, by giving me the two hundred and fifty Pounds you 

ſent to Araminta e en now. 

Braſs. You ſee, Sir, I deliver'd your Note: How I have 
been abus'd to-day ! 

_ . Gripe, I'm betray'd—Jades on both ſides, I ee that, 
Ac de.] 

Mon. But, Madam, Madam, is this true chat 1 hear ? 

Have you taken a Preſent of two hundred and fifty Pounds? 
ha? what were you to return ** theſe Pounds, Madam, 
a? h 


2 Aran. 
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Aram. Nothing, my Dear, I only took em to reim- 
burſe you of about the ſame Sum you ſent to Clariſſa. 
Mon. Hum, hum, hum. e % ate - ave if 5 
Gripe.. How, Gentlewoman, did you receive Money 
from him ? HOLD . 
Clar. O, my Dear, twas only in Jeſt, I knew you'd 
give it again to his Wife. - | | 
Aml. But amongſt all this Buſtle, I don't hear a Word 
of my hundred Pounds. Is it Madam will pay me, or 
Maſter? ; 2 þ 
Grippe. I pay? the Devil ſhall pay. 65 1 
Clar. Look you, my Dear, Malice apart, pay Mrs. 


6 


5 Aumlet her Money, and I'll forgive you the Wrong you in- 
I tended my Bed with Araminta: Am not I a good Wife 
- now? - | Eu | ; 
Gripe. I burſt with Rage, and will get rid of this Nooſe, 
] tho' II tuck myſelf up in another. ik 
1 Mon. Nay, pray, e en tuck me up with you,  _ 
RES Exit Mon. and Gripe, 
Clar. & Aram. B'y, Dearies. 1 | 
eter Dick. 


; 5 Look, look, Flippanta, here's the Colonel come at 

aſt. | | | 

f Dick. Ladies, I aſk your Pardon, I have ftay'd ſo long, 
Uk— 

Aml. Ah Rogue's Face, have I got thee, old Good-. 
for-nought ? Sirrah, Sirrah, do you think to amuſe me 
ie with your Marriages, and your great Fortunes? Thou 
. haſt play d me a rare Prank, by my Conſcience. Why, 
| you ungracious. Raſcal, what do you think will be the 
End of all this? Now Heaven forgive me, but I have a 
great Mind to hang thee for't. | # | 
Cor. She talks to him very familiarly, Fiippanta. 

Flip. So methinks, by my Faith. 2 

Eroſs. Now the Rogue's Star is making an End of him. 
Dick. What ſhall I do with her? [Alide.] pr 

Aml. Do but look at him, my Dames, he has the 
eg ma of a Cherubim, but he's a Rogue in his 

me. 

Clar. What is the Meaning of all this, Mrs. Amlet? 

Aml. The Meaning, good lack! Why this all-to-be- 

_ Powder'd [Raſcal here, is my Son, an't pleaſe you; ha, 
” D 2 __ Graceleſs 


o D 
—— — * — 
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* > pw os * 7 2 2 
Cf are © ts an, — a 


| ty Pair — my Chickens, rife, rife and 
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-Graceleſs ? Now I'll make you own your Mother, ver- 


mine. 
Clar. What, the Colonel your Son ? 
Am. Tis Dick, Madam, that Rogue Dick, 1 have 


| fo aften told you of, with Tears trickling down wy old 
_ «Cheeks. 


Aram. T he Woman' m it can never bi: | 
Aml. Speak, Rogue, am P not thy Mother, ha? Did 


T not bring thee forth? ſay then. 


Dick. What will you have mg ſay ? you had a mind 
to ruin me, and you have don't ; wou'd you do any 


more? 


Clar. Then, Sir, you are Son fo good Mrs. Amlet ? 
Aram. And have had the Affurance to pat upon us all 


this while? 


Flip. And the Confidence to think of 1 marry ing Cor inna. 
Braſs. And the Impudence to hire me for your Ser vant; 


who am as well horn as yourſelf. 


Clar. Indeed I think he ſhou'd be corrected. 
Aram. Indeed I think he deſerves to be cudgell 25 
Flip. Indeed I think he might be pumpt. 
Braſs. Indeed 1 think he will be hang d. 
Al. Good lack-a-day, Good lack-a-day ! there's no 


need to be fo ſmart upon him neither: If he is nat a 


Gentleman, he's a Gentleman's Fellow. Come hither, 


© Dick, they ſhan't run thee down neither: Cock up thy 
Hat, Dich, and tell them, tho' Mrs. Anilet is thy Mother, 
mne can make thee amends, with ten thoutand good Pounds 


to buy thee ſo:ve 1 N ad b 1 298 a Houſe in the 
midſt on't. | "= i FE 
Onmes. How! | 
Clar. Ten thouſand Pod; Mrs. ke; 2 . 
Aml. Ves forſooth; tho' I ſhou d loſe the Hündree yoo 
pawn'd your Necklace for. Tell em of that, Dicki 5 
Cer. Look you, Flippanta, I can hold no longer, *anit 
I hate to ſee the young Man abus'd. And fo, Sir, if you 


pleaſe, I'm yonr Friend and Servant, and what's mine is 


yours ; and when our Eitates are put together, 1 don't 
doubt but we ſhall d6 as well as the beſt of em. 
Dick. Say'ſt thou fo, my little Queen ? Why then if 


dear Mother will give us her Bleſſing, the Parſon ſhall 


give us a Tack. We'll get her a ſcore of Grand-children, 
ard a merry Houſe we'll make her. [They kneel to Mrs. 
Amlet. 
Amt. e ha, ha, ha, the pretty Pair, the pret- 
A e the Te 
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ef them. And if Madam does not deign to give her | 
Conſent, a Fig for her, Dick——— Why how now ? — "M 

(lar. Pray, Mrs. Amlet, don't be in a Paſſion, the 1 
Girl is my Huſband's Girl, and if you can have his Con- 
ſent, er my Word you ſhall have mine, for any thing 


B that belongs to him. | | | 
{ Flip. Then all is Peace again, but we have been more 
lucky than wiſe. 3 
Aram. And I ſuppoſe, for us, Clariſa, we are to go 
1 on with our Dears, as we. us d to do. | | 
Clar. Juſt in the ſame Track, for this late Treaty of 
2 Agreement with 'em, was ſo unnatural, you ſee it cou' d 
7 not hold. But tis juſt as well with us, as if it had. Well, 
'tis a ſtrange Fate, good Folks. But while you live, 
every thing gets well out of a Broil, but a Huſband. 
* 4: 40-1 | 905 ö | 255 
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15 E heard aviſe Men in Politics lay down, 
" What Feats by little England might be done, 
Were all agreed, and all would aft as one. 

Le ies a uſeful Hint from this might take, Ro 
The heavy, old, deſpotick Kingdom ſhake, | 
Aud make your Matrimonial Monſieurs quale. | 

Our Heads are feeble, and avere cramp d by Laws ; 
Ou Hands are weak, and not too firong our Cauje : » 
Yet would thoſe Heads and Hands, ſuch as they are, ) 
In firm Confed racy reſelve on War, ES. 
You'd find your Tyrants——what Fe found my Dear. I 
What only tavo united can produce * | | 

Do ve ſeen to-night, a Sample for your Uſe : 

Single, aue found we nothing could obtain; \ 

Pe join our Force—and ave ſubdu d our Men. 1 
Believe me (my dear Sex) they are not brave; 

Try each your Man, you'll quickly find your Slave. © 
I know they ll make Campaigns, riſt Flood and Life; 7 
But this is a more terrifying Strife; +1 1 
They'll land a Shot, who'll tremble at a Wife. 
Beat then your Drums, and your ſhrill Trumpets ſound, 
Let all your Viſits of your Feats reſound, | 
And Deeds of War in Cups of Tea go round : 
The Stars are with you, Fate is in your Hand, | 
In tavelyve Months ©; FLOSS vanquiſb d half the Land; | 


> 


Be awiſe, and heep em under good Command. 
This Tear will to your Glory-long be known, 
And deathleſs Ballads hand your Triumphs down ; 
Tour late Atchievements ever will remain, b 


For ibo you cannot boaſt of many ſiain, 
Tour Pris ners ſbew, you've made à brave Campaign. 
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PROLOGUE, 
Written by Mr. STEELE. 
Spoken by Mr. BOOTH. 


0 UR Author's Wit and Raillery to-night 
Perhaps might pleaſe, but that your Stage Delight 

No more is in your Minds, but Ears and Sight. 

With Audiences compos'd of Belles and Beaux. 

The firſt Dramatic Rule is, have good Clothes. 

To charm the gay Spectator's gentle Breaſt, 2 


In Lace and Feather Tragedy's expreſi'd, 

And Heroes die unpity d, if il-dreſs'd. 

The other Stile you full as well advance ; 

If "tis a Comedy, you alt——Whogdance ? 

For oh aubat dire Convilfions haue of late 
Torn and diſtracted each Dramatick State, 

On this great Queflion, which Houſe firft ſhould ſell 

The New Prench Steps, imported by Ruel! — _ 

Deſbarques cant riſe ſo high, we muſt agree, 

They've half a Foot in Height more Wit than we. 


But tho the Genius of our learned Age E 2 


Thinks fit to dance and ſing, quite off the Stage, 
True Action, Comick Mirth, and Tragick Rage; 
Yet as your Tafle now flands, our Author draws 
Some Hopes of your Indulgence and Applauſe. 
For that great End this Edifice be made, 
| Where humble Swain at Lady's Feet is laid; mM 
Where the pleas'd Mympb her conguer d Lower ſpies, 5 
Then to Glaſs Pillars turns her comſcions Eyes, 1 7 
And points anew each Charm, for which be dies. 
The 1 8 before nor terrible nor great, > 
Enjoys by him this awveful gitded Seat: 
By him Theatric Augels mount more high, 
And Mimick Thunders ſhake a breader Sky., 
Thus all muſt odun, our Author has done more 
For your Delight, than ever Bard before. 
Vis Thoughts are flill to raiſe your Pleaſures fill d; 
Ts Write, Tranſlate, to Blazon, or to Build. 
Then lake him in the Lump, nor nicely pry. 
Inio ſimæili Faults, that "ſcape a buſy Eye; 
But kind, Sirs, confider, he to-day 
Finds you the Houſe, the Actors, and the Play: 
So, t$9” wwe Stage-Mechanick Rules oinit, 
You puff allow it in a Whele-ſate Wit. 


D. a- 
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Ne eee 
Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Don Alvarez, Father to Leonora. a Mr. Betterton, 


Don Felix, Father to Lorenzo, Mr. Bright. 
Don Carlos, in love with Leonora. Mr. Booth. 
Don Lorenzo, in love with Leonora. Mr. Huſbands, 
1 Tutor to Camillo. Mr. Freeman. 
Sancho, Seryant to Carlos. Mr. Dogvet. 
Lopez, Servant to Lorenzo. Mr. Pack. 
A Brayo. \ 
W O M E N. i A 
Leonora, Docket to Alvarez. Mrs. Renkin) 
Camillo, fuppas'd Son to Alvarex. Mrs. Harcourt, 
& Tabella, her Frend. | Mrs. Porter. 
Jacinta, Servant to Leonora, Mrs. Baker. 
T. H E 


Ker I. 8 e þ 
SCENE, the Street. 


Enter Carlos and Sancho. 


Car. TITEL thee, I am ſatisfy' d, I'm in love enough 
to be ſuſpicious of every body. | 

San. And yet methinks, Sir, you ſhould leave me out. 

Car. It may be fo; I can't tell: But I'm not at Eaſe. 

If they don't make a Knave, at leaſt they will make a 


Fool of thee. | 2g vt 
San. I don't believe a Word on't: But good faith, 
Maſter, your Love makes ſomewhat of you; I don't 
know what tis; but methinks when you ſuſpect me, you 
don't ſeem a Man of half thoſe Parts I ug'd to take you 
for. Look in my Face, tis round and comely, not one 
hollow Line of a Villaig in it : Men of my Fabrick don't 
uie to be ſuſpected for Knaves; and when you take us 
for Fools, we never take you for wiſe Men. For m 
part, in this preſent Caſe, I take myſelf to be might 
deep. A Stander-by, Sir, ſees more than a Gameſter. 
You are pleaſed to be jealous of your poor Miſtreſs with. 
out a Cauſe, ſhe uſes you but too well, in my humble 
Opinion; ſhe fees you, and talks with you, till I'm quite 
— "264 £42, þ #7: e 
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tird on't ſometimes ; and your Rival that you are fo 
ſcar'd about, forces a Viſit upon her, about once in a 
Fortnight. 

. Car. Alas, thou art ignorant in theſe Affairs, he that's 
the civilleſt receiv'd is often the leaſt car d for: Women 
Appear warm to one, to hide a Flame for another. Lorenzo 
in ſhort appears too compos'd of late to be a rejected Lo- 
ver, and the Indifference he ſhews upon the - Favours-1I 
' ſeem to receive from her, poiſons the Pleaſures, I elſe 
mould taſte in them, and keeps me upon a perpetual 
Rack. No-———1 would fain fee ſome of his jealous 
Tranſports, have him fire at the Sight of me, contradict 
me wherever 1 ſpeak, affront me whenever he meets me, 
challenge me, fight me | 
+ Sen. Run you through the Guts. t | 

Car. But he's too calm, lus Heart' s too much at Eaſe, 
to leave me mine at Reſt. 

San. But, Sir, you forget that there are two Ways for 
our Hearts to get at Eaie ; when our Miftrefles come to 
be very fond of us, or we not to care a Fig for them. 
Now ſuppoſe upon the Rebukes you know he has had, it 
ſhould chance to be the Jatter. 

Car. Again thy Ignorance appears; Alas, a 1 
Who has broke his Chain, will ſhun the Tyrant that en- 
flav'd him. Indifference never is his Lot; he loves or 
hates for ever; and if his Miſtreſs proves another's Prize, 
be cannot calmly ſee her in his Arms. 

San. For my Part, Maſter, I'm not ſo great a philo- 
ſopher as you be, nor (thank my Stars) ſo bitter à Lover, 
but what I ſee ! that I generally believe; and when 

_ Jacinta tells me ſhe loves me dearly, I have good Thoughts 
enough ef my Perſon never to doubt the Truth on t. 


en: PTY: the KO comes. 


Enter Jacinta 45 a Letter. in 


Hit! Jena! my Dear. _ | | 
Jac. Who's that! Blunderbuſs ! Where? s your Maſter? 
Fan. Hard by. [Shexcing kim.) 
Jac. O, Sir, T. jad 1 have found you at laſt; I be- 
hieve I have travell'd bre Miles after you, and could nei- 
ther find you at home, nor in the . nor at Church, 
nor at the Opera, nor: 
San. Nor any where elſe, where he was not to be found : 
If you had look ' d for him where he was, iwas ten to one 
bu a wet with him. 9 A 4 
| Fac. 
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| _ Doings, Log? [To Sancho. 
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Fac. I had, Jack a-dandy : 8 
Car. But, pr'ythee, what's the matter? Who ſent you 


after me? | 


Fac. One who's never well but when ſhe ſees you, I 
think; 'twas my Lady. | 
Car. Dear Jacinta, I fain would flatter myſelf, but am 


not able; the Bleſſing's too great to be my Lot: Yet tis 
not well to trifle with me; how ſhort ſoe'er I am in other 


Merit, the Tenderneſs. I have for Leonora claims fome- 


thing from her Generoſity. I ſhould not be deluded. 


Fac. And why do you think you are ? methinks ſhe's 


pretty well above board with you: What muſt be done 
more to ſatisfy you? 


San, Why, Lorenzo muſt hang himſelf, and then we are 
content. | | | | 

Fac. How ! Lorenzo i 

San. If leſs will do, he'll tell you. 

Fac. Why, you are not mad, Sir, are you ? Jealous of 
him ! Pray which way may this have got into your Head? 
I took you for a Man of Senſe before. Is this your 


San. No, forſooth Pert, I'm. not much given to Suſpi- 
cion, as you can tell, Mrs. Forward If I were, I - 
might find more Cauſe, I gueſs, than your Miſtreſs has 
given our Maſter here. But I have ſo many pretty 


Thoughts of my own Perſon, Huſſy, more than I have 


of yours, that I ſtand in dread of no Man. Ty 
Jacin. That's the Way to proſper, however; fo far 

I'll confeſs the Truth to thee ; at leaſt iff that don't do, 

nothing elſe will. Men are mighty fimple in Love- 


matters, Sir: When you ſuſpect a Woman's falling olf, 


you fall a plaguing her to bring her on again, attack 


her with Reaſon and a four 3 : Udilife, Sir, attack 
her with a Fiddle, double your 

give her a Ball 
let her cheat you at Cards a little, and III warrant all's 


od-humour— TIN 


powder your Perriwig at he 


right again. But to come upon. a poor Woman with 


” 


the loony Face of Jealouſy, before ſhe gives the leaſt 


_ Occyhion for't, is to jet a complaiſant Rival in too fa- 


vourable a Light. Sir, Sir, 1 mult tell you, I have ſren 


- thoſe have ow'd their Succeſs to nothing elſe. | 


Car. Say no more ; I have been to blame, but there 
ſaall be no more ont. | N 
Jac. ] ſhould puniſh you but juſtly however for what's 


pali, if I carried back what I have brought you ; but I'm 


gool- 


— * * 
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 good-natur'd, ſo here tis; open it, and. ſee how wrong 
you tim'd your Jealouſy. 


Car. [ Reads. ] If you love me with that Tenderneſs you 
have made me long believe you do, this Letter will be wwel- 
come; "tis to tell you, you have Leave to plead a Daughter” s 
Weakneſs to a Fathers Indulgence : and if you prevail with 

bim to lay his Commands upon me, you ſhall be as bappy as 
0 Obedience to them can make you. Leonora. 


Then 1 ſhall be what Man was never yet [ Kiffing the Lei-. 
wy Ten thouſand Bleſſings on thee for thy News, I 
yer d adore thee as a Deity. [ Embracing Jacain.] 
Fac. True F. leſh and Blood, —_ * of . for all 


that. 


Car. Reads again.] And i you 3 with him to lay 
*his Commands upon me, you ſhall be as happy as my Obe- 
"drexce to them can make you. O happy, happy Carlos“ 
But what ſhall I ſay to thee for this welcome Meſlage ? 
[To -Jacinta.] Alas! I want Words——But let this ſpeak 
for me, and this, and this, and [Giving her bis ng, 
Watch, and Purſe.] 

Sar. Hold, Sir; pray leave alittle ſemething for our 
Board-wages. Vou can't carry em all, I believe: ILT 
| | wer J] Shall I eaſe thee of this? [ Offering to take the 
Purſe.] 

Jac. No; but you may carry- That, Surah. len 
ing him a Box o ib Ear. ] . 

San. The Jade's grown Purſe-proud already. - 

Car. Well, dear Jacinta, ſay ſomething to your char- 
ming Miſtreſs, that J am not able to ſay mylelf : But, 
above all, excuſe my late unpardonable Folly, and offer 


her my Life to expiate my Crime. 
Fac. The beſt Plea for Pardon will be never to 1 


the Fault. | 
Car. If that will do, tis ſeal'd "Ih ever. 
Fac. Enough; but I mult be gone; Succeſs attend you 
with the old Gentleman. Good by rye, Sir, -{ Exit Jacin. 
Car. Eternal Bleſſings follow thee. 
San. I think ſhe has taken them all with hers the Jade 
bas got her Apron full. | 
Car. Is not that Lorenzo coming this way 4. 
San. Ves, tis he; for my PRs now I pity't the pave Gen- 


v tleman. _ Tags o . 
| Enter 


„ * = 
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Enter Lorenzo. 


Car. I'Il let him ſee at laſt I can be chearful too. 
Vour Servant, Don Lorenxo; how do you do this Morn- 
ing? 

155 I thank you, Don Carlos, perfectly well, both in 
Body and in Mind. 

Car. What! Cur'd of your Love then? 

Lor. No, nor I hope 1 W ſhall. May I afk you 


how "tis with yours? 


Car. Increaſing every urg ; we are very conſtant | 
both. 
Loy. I find ſo much Delight i in being ſo, I hope I ne- 


ver ſhall be otherwiſe. 


Car. Thoſe Joys I am well acquainted with. But 
ſhould loſe them ſoon, were I to meet a cool Recep ion. 

Lor. That's every generous- Lover's Caſe, no debt ; 
an Angel could not fire my Heart but with an equal 
Flame, 

Car. And yet you ſaid you ſtill loy'd Leomera. 

Lor. And yet | fad I loy'd her. | 
Car, Does ſhe then return you 

Lor. Every thing my Paſſion can require. 

Car. Its Wants are ſmall I find. 

Lor. Extended as the Heavens. 

Car. I pity you. 

Lor. He muſt be a Deity that does fo. | 

Car. Yet I'm a Mortal, and once more can pity you. 
Alas, Lorenzo, tis a poor Cordial to an aching Heart, 


to have the Tongue alone announce it happy; bendes tis 


mean, you ſhould be more a Man. 

Lor. J find I have made you an unhapfy ne, ſo can 
forgive the Boilings of your Spleen. 

Car. This ſeeming Calmneſs might have the Effect your 


Vanity propoſes by i it; had I not a Teſtimony of her Love 
would (ſhould T thew it) ſink you to the Centre. 


Lor. Yet ſtill I'm calm as ever. | 
Car. Nay, then have at your Peace. Read that, and 
end the Farce. [Gives bim Leonora' Letter. I 
Lor. [reads.] J have read it. 
Car. And know the Hand? 
Lor. Tis Leonora's; I have often ſeen it. 
Car. J hope you then at laſt are ſatisfy'd. 
Lor. I am, | ſmiling.) Good-morrow, Carlo. 
[ Exit Lor. 
San. 
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San. Sure he's mad, Maſter. 

Car. Mad! ſay ſt thou ? 

San. And yet, ac r Lady, that was a wy of a dry ſo- 
ber Smile at goin 
Car. A veryſo r one | Had he ſhewn me fuch a Letter, 
I had put on another Countenance. 

Sau. Ay, o my Conſcience had you. | 

Car. Here's Myſtery in this I like it not. | 

San. I ſee his Man and Confidant there, Lopez. Shall 
I draw him on a Scotch Pair of Boots, Maſter, and make 
him tell all? 

Car. Some Queſtions I muſt aſk him; call him hither. 

an. Hem, Lopez, hem ! | 


Enter Lopez. 
Lop. Who calls ? N 18877 
San. I, and my Maſter. 8 
Lop. 1 can't ſtay. 


San. You can indeed, Sir. [Laying hold on him. ] 

Car. Whither in fuch haſte, honeſt Lopez ! What! 
upon ſome Love Errand ? 

Lep. Sir, your Servant; I alk your Pardon, but I was 
| going 
15 I gueſs where; but you need not be ſhy * me any 
more, thy Maſter and I are no longer Rivals; I have 
yielded up the Cauſe; the Lady will have it ſo, fo I 
ſubmit. 

Lop. Is it poſſible, Sir? Shall 1 then live to ſee my Maf- 
ter and you Friends again? 

San. Yes; and what's better, thou WY ſhall be Friends 
too. There will be no more fear of Chriſtian. Blood- 
ſhed. I give thee. up Jacinta, ſhe's a ppery Huſſy; 
ſo Maſter and I are going to match ourſe ves elle- 
where. 

Lop. But is it poſſible, Sir, your 11 80 ſhould be i in 
| earneſt 2 I'm afraid you are pleas d to be merry with your 
poor humble Servant. 

Car. I'm not at preſent much diſpos'd to Mirth, my 
Indifference in this Matter is not ſo thoroughly form d; 
but my Reaſon has ſo far maſter d my Paſſion, to.ſhew me 
*tis in vain to purſue a Woman whoſe Heart already 1s 
another's. Tis what I have ſo plainly ſeen of late, I have 
rous'd my Relation to my Aid, and broke my Chains 


for ever. | 
: Lob. 
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Leb. Well, Sir, to be plain with you, this is the joyful- 
Jeſt News I have heard this long time; fbr I always knew 
you to be a mighty honeſt Gentleman, and good Faith it 


often went to the Heart o me to ſee you fo abuſed. . 


Dear, dear, have I of:en ſaid to myſelf (when they 
have had a private Meeting juſt after you have been 


Car. Ha! | 6 
San. Hold, Maſter, don't kill him yet. [To Car. aſide.] 
Lop. 1 fay, I have ſaid to myſelf, what wicked things 


are Women, and what pity it is they ſhould be ſuifer'd 1n 


a Chriſtian Count ry; what a Shame they ſhould be allow'd 
to play Will-in-the-Wiſp with Men of Honour, and 
lead them thro' Thorns and Briars, and Rocks, and 
rugged Ways, till their Hearts are all torn to Pieces, 


like an old Coat in a Fox- Chace! I ſay, I have fail to 


myſel 
h Car. Thou. haſt ſaid enough to thyſelf, but ſay a little 
_ to me: Where were theſe ſecret Meetings thou talk ſt 
of 3 5 
Lep. In ſundry Places, and by divers Ways; ſometimes 
in the Cellar, ſometimes in the Garret, ſometimes in the 
Court, ſometimes in the Gutter ; but the Place where the 
Kiſs of Kiſſes was given was 5 | 
Car. In Hell. 8 
Lap. Sir! 


Kiſſes? 


Kiſs of Conſummation N 
Car. Thou ly ſt, Wh J th . 
the matter now ? Ade. 2 
Car. There's not one Word of Truth in all thy curſed 
Tongue has utter'd; | | 
Lop. No, Sir, 1—1—— believe there is not. 
Car. Why then didſt thou ſay it, Wretch ? 
. Lop, O-—only in jeſt, Sir. 
Car. I am not in a jeſting Condition. 
Lop. Nor I at preſent, Sir. | ; 
Car. Speak then the Truth, as thou wouldſt do it at the 
Hour of Death. ERS | ; W 
Jop. Ves, at the Gallows, and be turn'd oF as ſoon as 
I've done. [Aſide.] | | 
Car. What's that you mur: nur? 
Lop. Nothing but a ſhort Prayer, 


Car. 


Car. Speak, Fury, what doſt thou mean by the Kiſs of 


Lop. The Kiſs of Peace, Sir; the Kiſs of Unigh e. 


1 i; V2” es 43 
Ft} . > _ $4 pf 
Lop. I don't know but I ay, Sir What the Devil's 


my Miſery. Speak then! Have JI any thing to hope ? 


— r 

Car. I am diſtracted, and fright the Wretch from tell. 
ing me what I am upon the Rack to know. [A/ide.} 
Forgive me, Lopez, I am to blame to - ſpeak thus harſhly 
to thee: Let this obtain my Pardon. [ Gives him Money. 
Thou ſee*ft I am difturb'd. | TOR 

Lop. Ves, Sir, I ſee I have been led into a Snare; I 
have ſaid too much. EE "4 

Car. And yet thou muſt ſay mare; nothing can leſſen 
my Torment, but a farther Knowledge of what cauſes 


Lop. Nothing; but that you may be a happier Bachelor, 
than my Maſter may probably be a married Man, 
Car. Married, ſay ' ſt thou ? | 
Lop. I did, Sir, and I believe be'll ſay fo too in a 
Twelvemonth. 5 
Car. O Torment — But give me more on't: When, 
how, to whom, where ? 5 
Lop. Yeſterday, to Leonora, by the Parſon, in the 
Pantry. 1 „ 
Car. Look to't, if this be falſe, thy Life ſhall pay the 
Torment thou haſt given me ; Be gone. 7 
Lop. With the Body and the Soul o'me. [Exit Lopez. 
San, Baſe News, Maſter. | 5 
Car. Now my inſulting Rival's Smile ſpeaks out: 0 
curſed, curſed Woman! | 3 3 


Enter Jacinta. 


Fac. I'm come in haſte to tell you, Sir, that as ſoon as 
the Moon's up, my Lady will give you a Meeting in the 
Cloſe-Walk by the Back-Door of the Garden; the thinks 
ſhe has ſomething to propoſe to you will certainly get her 
Father's Conſent to marry: you, | 

Car. Paſt Sufferance! this Aggravation is not to be 
borne-: Go, thank her—with my Curſes : Fly—and let 
them blaſt her, while their Venom is ſtrong. | Exit Car. 
Fac. Won't you explain? What's this Storm 
r | 


San. And dar'ſt thou aſk me Queſtions, ſmooth-fac'd 

| Iniquity, Crocodile of Mile, Siren of, the Rocks? Go 
carry back the too gentle Anſwer thou haſt receiy d; only 

let me add with the Poet: ”— | 


fo 


— 


Wi 
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— We are no Fools, Trollop, my Maſter nor me; 


to the Devil with thee. 


] And thy Miſtreſs may go 
y 


& [Exit Sancho. 

' Fac. ( ſola.) AmT awake !—T fancy not; a very idle 

1 WD:cam this. Well; I'll go talk in my Sleep to my Lady 

bout it; and when I awake, we'll try what Interpretation 

n e can make on't. | [Extt. 

$ F: 5 
1 CCT 


Enter Camillo and Iſabella. 


1 O W can you doubt my Secrecy ? Have you not - 
Proofs of it? 3 | 

Cam. Nay, I am determin'd to truſt you; but are we 
afe here? can no body over-hear us? „ 
Iſab. Safer much than in a Room. No body can come 
within hearing, before we ſee them. ; 
Cam. And yet how hard 'tis for me to break Silence 
Iſab. Your Secret fure muſt be of great Importance. 
Cam. You may be ſure it is, when I confeſs tis with 
Regret I own it e'en to you; and were it poſſible, you 
hou'd not Know it. Eb” word; = 

Iſab. Tis frankly own'd indeed; but 'tis not kind, 
perhaps not prudent ; after what you know I already am 
xcquainted with. Have not I been bred up with you ? 
ind am I ignorant of a Secret, which were it known— 
Cam. Would be my Ruin; I confeſs it would. I own 
ou know why both my Birth and Sex are thus diſguis d; 
you know how I was taken from my Cradle to ſecure the 
ſtate, which had elſe been loſt by young Camillo's 
Death; but which is now ſafe in my fuppos'd Father's 
ands, by my paſſing for his Son; and *tis becauſe you 
now all this, I have reſolved to open farther Wonders 
o you. But before I ſay any more, you muſt reſolve 
dne Doubt, which often gives me great Diſturbance ; 
whether Don Alvarez ever was himſelf privy to the My- 
| ud which has diſguis'd my Sex, and made ne pals for 
his Son? | 
Jab. What you aſk me, is a Thing has often 33 


my Thoughts, as well as yours, nor could my Mether 


ver reſolve the Doubt. You know when that young 
; | Child 


AX. 
Child Camillo dy'd, in whom was wrapt up ſo much Ex. 
pectation, from the great Eſtate his Uncle's Will (even be. 
fore he came into the World) had left him ; -his Mothe 
made a Secret of his Death to her Huſband Alvarez, and 
- readily fell in with a Propoſial made her to take you (why 
then were juſt Camillo's Age) and bring you up in his room. 
You have heard how you were then at Nurſe with my Mo. 
ther, and how your own was privy.and conſenting to the 
Plot; but Don Alvarez was never let into it by em. 
Cam. Don't you then think it probable his Wife might 
after tell him. | | 5 
Iſab. Twas ever thought nothing but a Death-bed Re. 
pentance cou'd draw it from her to any one; and that wa 
prevented by the Suddenneſs of her Exit to t'other World, 
which did not give her even time to eall Heaven's Mere 
on her. And yet, now I have ſaid all this, Town the Cor. 
reſpondence and Friendſhip I obſerve he holds with you 
real Mother, gives me ſome Suſpicion, and the Preſents | 
often makes her (which People ſeldom do for nothing) 
confirm it. But ſince this is all I can ſay to you on that 
Point, pray let us come to the Secret, which you have mad: 
me impatient to hear. U 


* 


Cam. Know then, that tho' Cupid is blind, he is 10 
to deceiv'd: I can hide my Sex from the World, but nd 
from him; his Dart has found the way thro' the man 
arb Lear, to pierce a Virgin's tender Heart I love 
Jab. Hew.! Zz BENRcs, 
. Cam. Nay, ben't ſurpris'd at that, I have other Won 
ders for you. | ? 
Jab. Quick, let me hear em. 
Cam. 1 love Lorenzo. 5 „„ 
Jab. Lorenzo! Moſt nicely hit. The very Man fron 
-whom your Impoſture keeps this vaſt Eftate ; and who d 
the fir Knowledge of our being a Woman wou'sd ente 
into Poſſeſſſon of it. This is indeed a Wonder. 
Cam. Then wonder farther ſtill, I am his Wife. 
1/ab. Ha! his Wife! Rb: 
Cam. His Wife, Iſabela; and yet thou haſt not ul 
my Wonders, I am his Wife without his Knowledge: it 
does not even know I am a Woman, | 
Ijab. Madam, your humble Servant; if you pleaſe 
go on, I won't interrupt you, indeed I won't, 
Cam. Then hear how theſe ſtrange Things have pal 
Lorenzo, bound unregarded in my Siſter's Chains, ſeem| 
in my Eyes a Conqueſt worth her Care. Nor cou'd I* 
him treated with Contempt, w.thout growing ä uw 


— : 
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[tereſt ; I blam'd Leonora for not being touch'd with his 
Merit ; I blam'd her ſo long, till I grew touch'd with it 


hes myſelf: and the Reaſons I urg d to vanquiſh her Heart, 
om nſenübly made a Conqueſt of my own : Twas thus, my 
Vo. rriend, I fell. What was next to be done, my Paſſion 
> the pointed out; my Heart! felt was warm d to a noble En- 


erprize, I gave it way, and boldly on it led me. Leonora's 
Name and Voice in the dark Shades of Night, I borrow'd, 
to engage the object of my Wiſhes. I met him, 1/abella, 
and ſo deceiv'd him; he cannot blame me ſure, for much 
wall blcſt him. But to finiſh this ſtrange Story: In ſhort I 
ord, own, I long had lov'd, but finding my Father moſt averſe 
er to my Deſires, I at laſt fore d my ſelf to this ſecret Cor- 
Cor WW re ſpondence ; I urg'd the Miſchiefs wou'd attend the 
your Knowledge on't, I urg'd them ſo, he thought them full of 
3 del weight, 10 yielded to obſerve what Rules I gave him; 
ing) they were, to pals the Day with cold Indifference, to avoid 
eren Signs or Looks of Intimacy, but gather for the til], 
the iecret Night, a Flood of Love to recompenſe the Loſſes 
of the Day. I will not trouble you with Lovers Cares, 
nor what Coutrivances we form'd to bring this toying to 
a ſolid Bliſs. Know only, when three Nights we thus had 
paſs d, the fourth it was agreed thou'd make us one for 
ever; each kept their Promiſe, and laſt Night has join'd 
= a | 

Lab. Indeed your Talents paſs my poor Extent; you 
ſerious Ladies are well ferm'd for Buſineſs: What 
wretched Work a poor Coquet had made on't! But ſtill 
there's that remains will try your Skill; you have your 
Man, but | | > TED 

Cam, Lovers think no farther, the Object of that 
Paſſion poſſeſſes all Deſire; however I have open'd to 
you my wond'rous Situation. If you can adviſe me fin 
wy 8 to come, you will. But ſee—— My Huſ- 


N # , 
Enter Lorenzo. 


Lor. You look as if you were buſy, pray tell me if I 
interrupt you, I'll retire. 15 20 
Cam. No, no, you have a Right to interrupt us, { ce 
you were the Subject of our Diſtourſe, _ | 
Lor. Was I ? 1 D349 
Cam. You were; nay, I'll t-1| zou how you enter- 
tlan'd us too. | | 


Lor. 


ff 
Lor. Perhaps 1 had as good avoid hearing that. 
Cam. You need not fear, it was not to your Diſadyy, 
tage; I was commending you, and ſaying, if I had been; 
Woman, I had been in Danger; n ; nay I think 1 {aid I ſhoy' 
infallibly have been in Love with you. 

Lor. While ſuch an If is in the Way, you run no grey 

Riſk in declaring; but you'd be. finely catch'd noy, 
ſhou'd ſome wonderful Transformation give me a Claim v 
your Heart. 

Cam. Not ſorry for't at all, for I ne'er expect to find 

Miſtreſs pleaſe me half ſo well as you wou'd do if I wer 
ours. 

l Lor. Since you are fo well inclin'd.to me in your Wiſfez 

Sir, I ſuppoſe (as the Fates have ordain'd it) you wou'd 

have ſome Pleaſure in helping me to a Miſtreſs, ſince you 

can't be mine your ſelf. | 

Cam. Indeed I ſhou'd not. 

Lor. Then my Obligation is but ſmall to you. | 

Cam. Why, wou'd you have a Woman, that is in 

love with you herſelf, employ her Intereſt to help you 1 
another? 

Lor. No, but you being no Woman might. 

Cam. Sir, tis as a Woman I ſay what I do, and I fup- 
poſe myſelf a Woman when I deſign all theſe Favours to 
you: therefore out of that Suppoſition, I have no other 
good Intentions to you than you may expect from any one 

that ſays, he's Sir, your humble Servant. 

Lor. So unleſs Heaven is pleas'd to. Work a Miracle, 

and from a ſturdy young Fellow, make you a kind-hearted 
| young Lady, I'm to get little by your good Opinion of 


is Yes; there is one Means yet left (on this fide 
Miracle) that wou'd perhaps engage me, if with an honeſt 
Oath you cou'd declare, were I Woman, I might df 
pute yeur Heart, even with the firſt of my pretending 
Sex. F 
Lor. Then ſolemnly and honeftly I 1 that had you 
been a Woman, and I the Maſter of the World, I think 
I ſhou'd have laid it at your Feet. 
Cam. Then' honeſtly and folemnly I ſwear, hencefor- 
wards all your Intereſt hall be mine. 
Lor. I have a Secret to impart to you will quickly try 
your Friendſhip. 
Cam. 1 have a Secret to unfold to you, will you 
even to a fiery Trial. | 12 
ar, 
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Lor. What do you mean, Camillo? 
Cam. I mean that I love, where I never durſt yet own 
it, yet where tis in your Power to make me the happieſt 
of — _ | PE, 
Lor. Explain, Camillo; and be aſſur'd, if your Hap- 
pineſs is in my Power, tis in your own. 
Cam. Alas ! you promiſe me you know not what. 
Lor. I promiſe nothing but what I will perform; name 
the Perſon. | | OS 
Cam. Tis one who's very near to you. 
Lor. If 'tis my Siſter, why all this Pain in. bringing 
forth the Secret? > E 
Cam. Alas.! It is your 
Lor. Speak 5 
Cam. I cannot yet; Farewel. 
Lor. Hold! Pray ſptak it now. 
Cam. I muſt not: But when you tell me your Secret, 
you ſhall know mine. 
Lor. Mine is not in my Power, without the Conſent of 


i another. | | 
Cam. Get that Conſent, and then we'll try who beſt 
will keep their Oaths. | | 
"i. Lor. I am content. 
2 Cam. And I. Adieu. | 1 
hs Lor, Farewel. [Exit Lorenzo. 
I Enter Leonora and Jacinta, | 
* Leo. Tis enough: I will revenge my ſelf this way; if 
19 it does but torment him, I ſhall be content to find no other 
Pleaſure in it. Brother, you'll wonder at my Change ; 
1 3 my ill Uſage of Lorenxo, I am determined to be 
We... | 
_ Cam. How, Siſter ! ſo ſudden a Turn? This Inequality 
ling of Temper indeed is not commendable. RES 


Leo. Your Change, Brother, is much more juſtly ſur- 
priling ; you hitherto have pleaded for him ſtrongly, ac- 
nk cus'd me of Blindneſs, Cruelty, and Pride; and now 1 

yield to your Reaſons, and reſolve in his Favour, you 
blame my Compliance, and appear againſt his Intereſt. 
Cam. I quit his Sorvice for what's dearer to me, yours. 
I have learn'd from fure Intelligence, the Attack he made 
on you was but a Feint, and that his Heart is in another's 
Chain; I would not therefore ſee you ſo expoſed, to offer 
up yourſelf to one who muſt refuſe you. 


Lies. 


gs THE MISTAKE. 


Leo. If that be all, leave me my Honour to take 4 | 


of ; I am no Stranger to his Wiſhes, he won't refuſe me 
Brother, nor J hope will you, to tell him of my Reſolu- 
tion: if you do, this Moment with my own Tongue 
(thro' all the Virgin's Bluſhes) I'll own to him I am de. 
termin'd in his Favour——You pauſe as if you'd let the 
Talk lie on me. I = 


Cam. Neither on you, nor me; I have a Reaſon you ae 
yet a Stranger to: Know then, there is a Virgin young 


and tender, whoſe Peace and Happineſs ſo much are mine, 
I cannot fee her miſerable ; ſhe loves him with that Tor- 
rent of Deſire, that were the World reſign'd her in his 
Read, ſhe'd ſtill be wretched : I. will not pique you to a 
Female Strife, by ſaying you have not Charms to tear him 
from her; but I would move you to a Female Softneſs, by 
telling you her Death wou'd wait your Conqueſt, What 
I have more to plead is as a Brother, I hope that gives me 
ſome ſmall Intereſt in you; whate'er it is, you ſee how I'd 
employ it. | SEES „ 
Leo. You ne'er cou'd put it to a harder Service, I 
ä beg a little time to think: Pray leave me to my ſelf 2 
while. 
Cam. I ſhall; I only aſk that you wou'd think, and 
then you won't refuſe me. 75 [Exit Cam, 
Fac. Indeed, Madam, I'm of your Brother's mind, 
tho” for another Cauſe; but ſure tis worth thinking twice 
on for your own ſake: You are too violent. 1 75 
Leo. A ſlighted Woman knows no Bounds. Vengeance 
is all the Cordial ſhe can have, fo ſnatches at the near, 
Ungrateful Wretch ! to uſe me with ſuch Inſolence. 
ac. You ſee me as much enrag'd at it, as you are 
yourlelf, yet my Brain is roving after the Cauſe, for ſome- 
thing there muſt be: never Letter was receiv'd by Man 
with more Paſſion and Tranſport ; I was almoſt as char- 
ming a Goddeſs as your ſelf, only for bringing it. Yet 
when in a Moment after I came with a Meſſage worth a 
-dezen on't, never was Witch ſo handled ; ſomething muſt 
have paſs d between one and t'other, that's ſure. | 
Leb. Nothing cou'd pais worth my inquiring after, ſinet 
nothing cou'd happen that can excuſe his Uſage of me; 
he had a Letter under my Hand which own'd him Maſter 
of my Heart; and till I ccntradicted it with my Mouth, 
he ought not to doubt the Truth ont. 7's 
Jac. Nay I confeſs, Madam, I han't a Word to ſay 
for him, I'm afraid he's but a Rogue at bottom, as well 


2, as my Shameleſs that attends him; we are bit, 51 15 
. | [OW 


1 
' 


oro hy 4 > 1.4 . 
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Trotk, and haply well enough ſerv'd, for lining to the 


lib Tongues of the Raſcals: But be comforted,” Madam; 
they'll fall into the Hands of ſome foul Sluts or other, be- 


Fore they die, that will ſet our Account even with em. 


Leo. Well, let him laugh; let him glory in what he 
has done: He ſhall ſee I have a Spirit can uſe him as I 
ought. I $4 | | 
Sac. And let one thing be your Comfort by the way, 
Madam, that in fpite of all your dear Affections to him, 
you have had the Grace to keep him at Arms length. Vou 
han't thank'd me for't; but good Faith twas well I did 
not ſtir out of the Chamber that fond Night. For there are 
Times the ſtouteſt of us are in Danger, the Raſcals whee- 
dle ſo. | ' N 8580 * Wy "BoA 

Leo. In ſhott, my very Soul is fir'd with his Treatment; 


and if ever that perfidious Monſter ſhould relent, tho" 


he ſhou'd crawl like a poor Worm beneath my Feet, nay 


plunge a Dagger in his Heart, to bleed for Pardon; I 


charge'thee ſtlictly, charge thee on thy Life, thou do not 
urge a Look to melt me toward him, but ſtrongly buoy me 
up in brave Reſentment; and if thou ſee'ſt (which Heav'ns 


avert) a Glance of Weakneſs in me, rouſe to my Memory 


the vile Wrongs I've borne, and blazon-them with Skill in 
all their glaring Colours. PORE TA 1 
Jac. Madam, never doubt me; I'm charged to tlie 
Mouth with Fury, and if ever I meet that fat Traitor of 
mine, ſuch a Volly will I pour about his Ears—— Now 
Heav'n prevent all haſty Vows ; but in the Humour Jam, 


methinks I'd carry my Maiden-head to my cold Grave 


with me, before I'd let it ſimper at the Raſcal. But ſoft ; 5 


here comes your Father. 


Enter Alvarez. 


Aldo. Leonora, I'd have you retire a little, and ſend your 


Brother's Tutor to me, Metaphraſtus. 5 


ä [Exit Leo. and Jacin. 
(Solus.) I'll try if I can diſcover, by his Tutor, what 
it is that ſeems ſo much to work his Brain of late; for 
ſomething more than common there plainly does appear, 
yet nothing ſure that can diſturb his Soul, like what I have 


to torture mine upon his Account. Sure nothing in this 


World is worth a troubled Mind: What Racks has Ava- 
rice ſtretch'd me on! I wanted nothing, kind Heav'n had 
given me a plenteous Lot, and ſeated me in great Abun- 
oel. N dance; 
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Jaſt. 


about at preſent, does not properly give you an-Occafion 


 T know but one Tongue in the World, which luckily be- 


of Marcus Tullius, who 


dance; why then approve I of this Impoſture ? What 
have I gain'd by it? Wealth and Miſery, I have bar- 

ter'd peaceful Days for reſtleſs Nights; a wretched Bar. 
gain! and he that merchandiſes thus, muſt be undone at 


Enter Metaphraſtus. 


Metaph. Mandatum tuum curo diligenter. | 
Alu. Maſter, I had a mind to aſk you RY 
_ Metaph. The Title, Maſter, comes from Magis and 
Jer, which is as much as to ſay, Thrice worthy, - 
Av. I never, heard ſo much before, but it may be true 
for aught I know But, Maſter b 
Metapb. Go al 53 a, * 5 3 ; ST. 
Al. Why ſo I will, if you'll let me, but don't inter- 
rupt me then. „„ 5 
Melapb. Enough, proceed. TEE. 
Aly. Why then, Maſter, for a third time, my Son 
Camillo gives me much Uneaſineſs of late; you know I love 
him, and have many careful Thoughts about him. 
Metaph. Tis true. Filio non poteſt præferri niſi Filius. 
Alv. Maſter, when one has Buſineſs to talk on, theſe 
Scholaſtick Expreſſions are not of Uſe; I believe you a 
great Latiniſt; poſſibly you may underſtand Greek: thoſe 
who recommended you to me, ſaid ſo, and I am willing 
it ſhould be true: But the thing I want to diſcourſe you 


to diſplay your Learning. Beſides, to tell you Truth, 
will at all times be loſt upon me; my Father was a wiſe 
Man, but he taught me nothing beyond common Senſe; 


ing underſtood by you as well as me, I fancy whatever 
Thoughts we have to communicate to one another, may 
. reaſonably be convey d in that, without having recousſe to 
the Language of Julius Caſar. | | 
Metaph. Youare wrong, but may procted. 
Alu. I thank you: What is the matter, I do not know; 
but tho' it is of the utmoſt; conſequence to me to marry my 
Son, what Match ſoever I propoſe to him, he till finds 
me Pretence or other to decline it. „ coeds ib 
Metaph. He is, perhaps, of the Humour of a. Brother 


Alu. Dear Maſter, leave the Greeks, and the Latin 
and the Scorch, and the We{/h, and let me go on in my 
; x j 


4 
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Buſineſs z what have thoſe People to do with my Son's $ 
Marriage? 

Metaph. Again you are wrong 3 bee A 
Alu. 1 ſay then, that I have ſtron n 
from his refuſing all my Propoſals, that he may have 
ſome ſecret Inclination of his own; and to confirm me 
in this Fear, I Yeſterday obſerv'd him (without his 
knowing it) in a Corner of the Grove, where eue 
comes — 
| Metaph. A Place out of the way, you would wo 3 4 
1 Place of Retreat. | 
Alv. Why, the Corner of the Grove, where no \ body 


ue comes, is a Place of Retreat, is it not? 
Metaph. In Latin, Seceſſus. 
Aly. Ha! 

* Metaph. As Virgil has it. Eft in Secelſu Locus. 


Alv. How could Virgil have it, when I tell you no 
| Soul was there but he and I? | 
on BY Mctaph. Virgil is a famous Author, I quote his Saying 
Me as a Phraſe more proper to the Occaſion than that you uſe, 
and not as one who was in the Wood with you. 

Alv. And I tell you, I hope to be as famous as any 
Virgil of em all, when I have been dead as long, and have 
no need of a better Phraſe than my own to tell you wy 
Meaning. 

Metaph. You ought e to make choice of the 
Words moſt us d by the beſt Authors. Tx vivendo bonos, 
as they ſay, Scribendo ſequare peritos. 

Atv. Again! 

Metaph. Tis Quintilian's own Precept. 

Alv. Oons | 

Metaph. And he hath ſomething very learned upon t 
that may be of ſervice to you to hear. 

Alv. You Son of a Whore, will you hear me ſpeak ? 

Metaph. What may be the Occaſion of this unmanly 
Paſſion ? -What 1s it you would have with me ? 

Alv. What you might have known an Hour ago, if 
ow; you had es 


HP You would then have me hold my peace——[ 

all | | 
Aly. You will do very well. 

 Metaph. You ſee I do; well, go on. - 


hal Why then, to begin once again, I ſay my Son Ca- 
mi 
Metaph. Proceed; I ſhan't interrupt you. 
Aly. I ſay, my Son Camillo 
Metaph. What is it you ſay of your Son Camille ? 
E 2 


Al wv 
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Atv. That he has got a Dog of a Tutor, whoſe Brains 
I'll beat out, if he won't hear me ſpeak. 
Metaph. Fhat Dog is a W N contemns Paſſion, 
and yet will hear you. 

Alu. I don't believe a Word on't, but I'll try once 
again; I have a mind to know from you, whether you 
have obſerv'd any thing in my Son 

_ Metadb. Nothing that is like his Father. Go on. 

Av. Have a Care. | 

- Metaph. I do not interrupt you; but you are - long i in 
coming to a Concluſion. 

Alu. Why, thou haſt not let me begin yet. 

Metap b. And yet tis high time to have made an End. 

Alu. Doſt thou know thy Danger? I have not— thus 
much Patience left. [ Shewwing the End of his Finger.] 

Metaph. Mine is already conſum d. I do not uſe to be 
thus treated; my Profefſion is to teach, and not to hear, 
yet I have hearken'd like a School-boy, and am not heard 
altho”a-Mafter. | 

Av. Get out of the Room. 

Metaph. I will not. If the Mouth of a wiſe Man be 
Mut, he is, as it were, a Fool; for who ſhall know his 
Underſtanding ? therefore a certain Phitoſopher ſaid well, 
Speak, that thou may'ſt be known ; great Talkers, with- 
out Knowledge, are as the Winds that whiſtle ; but they 
Who have Learning, ſhould ſpeak aloud. If this be not 
permitted,” ve may expect to ſee the whole Order of Na- 
ture o'erthrown ; Hens devour Foxes, and Lambs deſtroy 
Wolves, Nurſes ſuck Children, and Children give. Suck ; 
Generals mend Stockings, andChamber-maids takeTowns; : 
we may expect, I ſay —— 

Alu. That, and that, and that, and Strikes him, 
and kicks him; and then follows him of avith à Bell at bis 
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have with me ? | 


THE MISTAKE wor 


ACT I SCENE IL 5 

S8 CEN E, the Street. 1 
Enter Lopez. | 
Lp. QOMETIMES Fortune ſeconds a hold Deſigns. 


and when Folly has brought us into a Trap, Im- 


udence brings us out on't. I- have been caught by this 
3 Lover here, and have told, like a Puppy, what I 
ſhall be beaten for like a Dog. Come! Courage, my dear 
Lopez ; Fire will fetch out Fire: Thou haſt told one body 
thy Maſter's Secret, e'en tell it to half a dozen more, and 
try how that will thrive; go tell it to the two old Dons, 
the Lovers Fathers. The Thing's done, and can't be 


retrie vd; perhaps they may lay their two ancient Heads 


together, club à Pennyworth of Wiſdom a- piece, and 
with great Penetration at laſt find out, that tis beſt to ſub- 


mit, where 'tis not in their power to do otherwiſe. This 


being reſoly*d, there's no Fime to be loſt. [Knocks at Al- 
varez's Door.} Th | 

Alu. Who knocks ? [Withen.], 

Lop. Lopez. | | 

Aly. What doſt want? [Looking out.] 5 

Lap. To bid you Good-morrow, Sir. | 3 

Aly. Well, Good-morrow to thee again. [Retires.] 

Loy. What a——T think he does not care for my Com- 
pany. [Knocks again.] | | | : 

Aly. Who knocks ? 

Lop. Lopez. 

Alu. What would'ſt have? [ Looking out.] 

Lop. My old Maſter, Sir, gives his Service to you, and 
deſires to know how you do. 5 ROE, 

Aly. How I do? Why well: how ſhou'd I do? Service 
to him again. [Retires.]J | : 

Los. Sir. 3 . 

Alu. [ Returning.) What the Deuce wouldſt thou have 
with me, with thy Good-morrows, and thy Services? 

Lop. This Man does not underſtand good Breeding, I 


find. [Alide.] Why, Sir, my Maſter has ſome very ear- 
neſt Buſineſs with you. | 


Alv. Buſineſs! About what? What Buſineſs can he 


102 . | 
| Lep. I don't know, truly; but tis ſome very important 
Matter: He has juſt now (as I hear) diſcover'd ſome great 
Secret, which he muſt needs talk with you about. 
Alv. Ha! a Secret, ſay'ſt thou? 
Loop. Yes; and bid me bring him word, if you were 
at home, he'd be with you preſently. Sir, your humble 
Servant, [ Exit Lopez. 
Alu. (ſalus.) A Secret: and muſt ſpeak with me about 
it! Heavens, how I tremble! What can this Meſſage 
mean; I have very little Acquaintance with him, what 
Buſineſs can he have with me? An important Secret 'twas, 
- he ſaid, and that he had juſt difcover'd it. Alas, I have 
in the World but one, if it be that I'm loſt; an eternal 
Blot muſt fix upon me. How unfortunate am I, that I 
have not follow'd the honeſt Counſels of my Heart, 
which have often urg'd me to ſet my Conſcience at Eaſe, 
by rendering to him the Eftate that is his Due, and which 
by a foul 8 I keep from him. But 'tis now too 
late; my Villainy is out, and 1 ſhall not only be fore'd 
with ſhame to reſtore him what 1s his, but ſhall be perhaps 
condemn'd to make him Reparation with my own. O 


- 


terrible View 
Enter Don Felix. - 


Don Fel. My Son to go and marry her, without her 
Father's Knowledge? This can never end well. I don't 
know what to do, he'll conclude I was privy to it, and 
his Power and Intereſt are ſo great at Court, he may with 
eaſe contrive my Ruin: I tremble at his ſending to ſpeak 
with me Mercy on me, there he is. { A/de.] | 

Aly. Ah! Shield me, kind Heaven! There's Don 
Felix come : How I am ftruck with the Sight of him! Q 
the Torment of a guilty Mind! [Afide.} 18 

Don Fel. What ſhall I fay to ſoften him? [¶Aſe. _ 

Av. How ſhall I look him in the Face? [Afide.)J 

Don Fel. Tis impoſſible he can forgive it. [ afide.] 

Av. To be ſure he'll expoſe me to the whole World. 
THeae.)] | * | 

Don Fel. J ſee his Countenance change. [ A/de.] 

Alv. With what Contempt he looks upon me! [ Aſide. ] 

Don Fel. I fee, Don Alvarez, by the Diſorder of your 
Face, you are but too well inform'd of what brings me 
here. Mats | £5 | 
Av. Tis true. 


Don 


FFF 


muſt. 
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Don Fel. The News may well ſurpriſe you, tis what I 


have been far from apprehending. 
Alv. Wrong, very wrong, indeed. 


Don Fel. This Action is certainly to the laſt Pol: to: 


be condemn'd, and I think no body ſhould pretend to ex- 


cuſe the Guilty. 
Av. They are not to be excus'd, tho Heaven may hare 


Mercy. 
Don Fel. That's r I hope you will conſider. 
Alu. We ſhould act as Chriſtians. 
Don Fel: Moft certainly. 
Alu. Let Mercy then prevait. 
Don Fel. It is indeed of heavenly Birth. 
Alu. Generous Don Felix! ? 
Don Fel. Too indulgent Aluarex ! | 
Alu. I thank you on my Knee. _ 
Don Fel. Tis I ought to. have been . firſt. [They 


| krieel.] 


Av. Is it then poſſible we are F riends ? 


Don Fel. Embrace me to confirm it, [They embrace. 


Alv. Thou beft of Men |! 

Don Fel. Unlook'd-for Bounty! 

Alv. Did you know the Torment [#4 ing.] this unhap- 
py Action has given me 


Don Fel. Tis impoſſible it could do otherwiſe; nor has 


my Trouble been leſs. 
Alv. But let my Misfortune be kept ſecret. 


Don Fel. Moſt willingly; my Advantage is fuftcient 


by it, without the Vanity of making u publick to the: 


World. | 

Aly. Incomparable Goodneſs ! That I ſhou'd thus have 
ae a Man ſo worthy! [Ae.] My Honour then is 
ſafe? 


Don Fel. For ever, even for ever let it be a Secret, I am 
content. 


Aly. Noble Gentleman! [ Aſide.] As to what Advan- 


tages ought to accrue to you by it, it mall be all to your 
entire Satisfaction. 


Don Fel. Wonderful Bounty! 2 As to that, 


Don Alvarcz, 1 leave it entirely to you, and ſhall be 


content with whatever you think reaſonable. 


Alv. I thank you, from my Soul I muſt, you know I 


Don Fel. The Thanks lie on my fide, Alvarez, for 
this unexpected Generoſity, but may all Faults be forgot, 
nd Heay'n ever proſper you. 


E 4 A 
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This muſt be an Angel, not a Man. [A/ide,] 
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and Reſigaation a Father could aſk from a Daughter; 
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Alu. The ſame Prayer I, with a double Fervour, offer 
up for you. | : ; xtra 4 

Don Fel. Let us then once more embrace, and be For- 
giveneſs ſeal'd for ever. | 
: o Agreed ; thou beſt of Men, agreed. [ They, em- 

race. 

Don Fel. This thing then being thus happily terminated, 
let me own to you, Don Alvarez, I was in extreme Ap- 
prehenſions of your utmoſt Reſentment on this Occaſion ; 
fror I could not doubt but you had form'd more happy 
Views in the Diſpoſal of ſo fair a Daughter as Leonora, 
than my poor Son's inferior Fortune e'er can anſwer z but 
ſince they are join'd, and that 
Aly. Ha! | 1 1 | 
Don Fel. Nay, 'tis very likely to Diſcourſe of it may 
not be very pleaſing to you, tho* your Chriſtianity and 
natural Goadneſs have prevail'd on you ſo generouſly to 
forgive it. But to do Jultice to Leerera, and ſkreen her 
from your too harſh! Opinion in this unlucky Action, twas 
that cunning wicked: Creature that attends her, Who 
by unuſal Arts wrought her to this Breach of Duty, for 
her cen Inclinations were diſpos d to all the Madeſty 


* 
x 


my Son I can't excuſe, but ſince your Bounty does fo, I 
hope. you'll quite forget the Fault of the leſs guilty 
Leonucra. = 44 1. 
Ako. What a Miſtake have I lain under here! And 
from a groundicfs Apprehenſon of one IMisfortune, find 
myfelf in the Certainty of another. [Afide.]J 
Don Fel. He looks diſturbd; what can this mean? 
LA. i z 83 1" 
prey My Daughter marry'd to his Son! Confuſion. 
But I find myiclf in ſuch unruly Agitation, ſomething 
wrong may happen if I continue with him; Fil therefore 
leave him. {[A/ide.] 
Don Fel. You ſeem thoughtful, Sir, I hope theres 


No 


Als. A fudden Diſorder I am ſeiz'd with; you'll par- 
don me, I muſt retiree. l bExtt Alvarez. 

Don Fel. (/olas.) 1 don't like this: — He went oddly. 
off ——T doubt he finds this Bounty difficult to go through 
with, His natural Reſentment is making an Attack upon 
his acquir'd Generoſity : Pray Heaven it ben't too ſtrong 
for't. The Misfortune is a great one, and can't but 
touch him nearly. It was not natural to be fo calm; 4 | 
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with it don't yet drive him to my Ruin. But here comes 
this young hot-brain'd Coxcomb, who with his midnight 
Amours has been the Cauſe: of all this Miſchief to me. 


Enter Lorenzo. 


So, Sir, you are come to receive my Thanks for your 
noble Exploit? You think you have done bravely now, 
ungracious Offspring, to bring 19 pare; Troubles on me, 
Muſt there never paſs a Day, but I muſt drink ſome bitter 
Potion or other of your Preparation for me ? 

Lor. I am amaz'd, Sir; pray what have I done to de- 
ſerve your Anger ? | : 

Don Fel. Nothing; no manner of Thing in the World; 
nor never do. I am an old teſty Fellow, and am always 
ſcolding, and finding fault for nothing; complaining that 
T have got a Coxcomb of a Son, that makes me weary of 
my Life, fancying he perverts the Order of Nature, turn- 
ing Day into Night, and Night into Day; getting Whims 
in my Brain, that he conſumes his Life in Idleneſs, 1 72 
he rouſes now and then to do ſome noble Stroke of Miſ- 
chief; and having an impertinent Dream at this time, that 
he has been making the Fortune of the Family, by an 
underhand Marriage with the Daughter of a Man who 
will cruſh us all to Powder. for it. Ah——ungracious - 
Wretch; to bring an old Man into all this Trouble ! The 
Pain thou gav'ſt thy Mother to bring thee into the World, 
and the Plague thou haſt given me to keep thee here, make 
the getting thee (tho' twas in our Honey-Moon) a bitter 
Remembrance to us both. .. Exit Don Felix. 

Lor. (ſelus.) So all's out Here's a noble Storm 
ariſing, and I'm at Sea in a Cock-boat. But which way 
could this Buſineſs reach him? By this Traitor Lopez 
it muſt be ſo; it could be no other way; for only he, and 
the Prieſt that marry'd us, knew of it. The Villain will 
never confeſs tho', I muſt try a little Addreſs with him, 
and conceal my Anger. O, here he comes. 


Euter Lopez. 


Lor. Lopez. 
Lop. Do you call, Sir? 1 
Lor. I find all's diſcover'd to my Father, the Secret's 
out; he knows my Marriage. ; | | | 
Lop. He knows your Marriage. How the Peſt ſhould 
that happen ? Sir, 'tis impoſſible ; that's all, 
- Kc Lor, 


} 


* 
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Lor. I tell thee tis true; he knows every Particular ol 


it 


Lop. He does !——Why then, Sir, all I can ſay is, 
that Satan and he are better acquainted than the Devil and 
a good Chriſtian ought to be. N 

Lor. Which way he has diſcover'd it I can't tell, nor 
am I much concern'd to know, fince beyond all my Ex- 
pectations, I find him perfectly eaſy at it, and ready to 
excuſe my Fault, with better Reaſons than I can find to do 
it myſelf. | SY AP oh 

Lop. Say you ſo? II am ve ad to hear that, then 

all's Fife. Cake. „ 982 ä 
Lor. Tis unexpected good Fortune; but it could never 
proceed purely from his own Temper, there muſt have 
deen Pains taken with him to bring him to this Calm; I'm | 
fure I owe much to the Bounty of ſome Friend or other; 
I with I knew where my Obligation lay, that I might ac. 
knowlege it as I ought. 1 | 

Lop. Are you thereabouts, I'faith? Then Sharp's the 
Word; I'gad I'll own the Thing, and receive his Bounty 
for't. [ Ajide.] Why, Sir not that I pretend to make 
' a Merit o'the Matter, for alas, J am but your poor Hire- 
ling, and therefore hound in Duty to render you all the 
Service I can But 'tis I have don't. 
Lor. What haſt thou done? | g 

Lop. What no Man elſe could have done; the Job, Sir; 
told him the Secret, and then talk'd him into a liking 
on't. 1 

Lor. Tis impoſſible; thou doſt not tell me true. 

Lop. Sir, 1 ſcorn to reap any thing from another Man's 

Labours ; but if this poor Piece of Service carries any 
Merit with it, you now know where to reward it. 
Lor. Thou art not ſerious 2 

Lop. I am ; or may Hunger be my Meſs- mate. 
Lor. And may Famine be mine, if I don't reward thee 
2 thou deſervꝰſt Dead. {[ Making a Paſs at 
m.] OY FR» | 5 
Lop. Have a care there ¶ Leaping en one Side.] What do 
you mean, Sir? I bar all Surpriſe. 

Lor. Traitor, is this the Fruit of the Truſt I plac'd in 
thee, Villain? [Making another Thruft at him.]! 

Lor. Take heed, Sir; you'll do one a Miſchief: before 
you're aware. and nary ef ons Og 
Lor. What Recompence can'ſt thou make me, Wretch 
- For this Piece of Treachery ? Thy ſordid Blood can't ex- 
4: 4 . | Þ . 


THE MISTAKE 107 
But I'll have it however. [Thrufts 


pits the thouſandth 


— 9 again.] 1 ; „ 
5 Lob. Look you there again: Pray, Sir, be quiet; is 
fo the Devil in you? Tis bad jeſting with edg'd Tools. 
| I'sad that Jaſt Puſh was within an Inch o“ me. I don't 
nor know what you make all this Buſtle about, but I'm ſure 
Ex. I've done all for the belt, and J believe it will prove for 
v'to the beſt too at laſt, if you'll have bur a little Patience. 
J 00 But if Gentlemen will be in their Airs in a Moment 
Why, what the deuce 'm ſure I have been as eloquent 


as Cicero, in your Behalf; and I don't doubt but to good 


12 Purpoſe too, if you'll give Things time to work. But 
ee nothing but foul Language, and naked Swords about the 
Houſe, fa, ſa; run you. through, you Dog; Why, no 


I = body can do Buſineſs at this rate. | 

er; : 120 And ſuppoſe your Project fails, and I'm ruin'd by - 
it, Sir. | Soo Tak | . 

* lop. Why, *twill be time enough to kill me then, -Sir ? 

the won't it? What ſhould. you do it for now ? Beſides, I : 

nty an't ready, I'm. not prepar'd,' I might be undone by't. . 

Wk Lor. But what will Leonora fay to her Marriage being 

Tu known, Wretch ? hes | ; 


"  [Shewing his Tongue.) But all ſhall be well with you both, 
if you will but let me alone. i 
Lor. Peace; here's her Father. | 


Lob. Why may be- ſhe'll draw——her Sword too. 


1 


5 Lop. That's well; We ſhall ſee how Things go pre- ; 
„ . 

in's Euter Bon Alvarez. 

pf Aly. The more I recover from the. Diſorder this Di(- 


courſe has put me in, the more. ſtrange the whole Adven- 
ture appears to me. Leonora maintains there is not a + 
* Word of Truth in what I have heard; that ſhe. knows + 
: nothing of the Marriage: And indeed ſhe-tells me this, 
with ſuch a naked Air of Sincerity, that for my Part I 


believe her. What then muſt be their Project? Some vil- 
lainous Intention, to be ſure; tho* which way, I yet am 


n We 85 | | 
Lop. Now methinks, Sir, if you treated your Soa-in- 


well in the main. 


Av. 


ignorant. But here's the Bridegroom; T'Il accoſt him - 
1 am told, Sir, you take upon you to ſcandalize my 
Daughter, and tell idle Tales 6 what can never hap- 


lay with a little more. Civility, things might go juſt as 


— — 
— 2 — iy —— — 
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Aly. What means this inſolent Fellow by my Son- in- 
law! I ſuppoſe tis you, Villain, are the Author of this 

impudent Story. . 5 "ir FS 
Lop. You ſeem angry, Sir——perhaps without Cauſe, 
Al. Cauſe, Traitor! Is a Cauſe wanting where a 
Dz«u;zhter's defam'd, and a noble Family ſcandaliz'd ? 
Lop. There he is, let him anſwer you. pe I 
Alu. I ſhou'd be glad, he'd anſwer me, why, if he had 
any Deſires to my Daughter, he did not make his Ap. 
pPioaches like a Man of Honour 
Lep. Ves; and ſo have had the Doors bolted againſt him 
like a Houſe- breaker. [Afde.]J | 
Lor. Sy; to juſtify my Proceeding, J have little to ſay; 
but to excuſe it, I have much; if any Allowance may 
be made to a Paſſion, which in your Youth you have your- 
ſelf been ſway d by: I love your Daughter to that Exceſs. 
Aly. You would undo her for a Nights. Lodging. | 
Lor. Undo her, Sir? | 8 5 
Atv, Ves, that's the Word; you knew it was againſt 
her Intereſt to marry vou, therefore you endeavour'd to 
win her to't in private ; you knew her Friends would make 
a hetter Bargain for her, therefore you kept your 1 
1 their Knowlege, and yet you love her to that Ex- 
ceſs | 85 EE | 
Lor. I'd readily lay down my Life to ſerve her. 
Alu. Could you readily lay down fifty thouſand Piſtoles 
to ſerve her, your exceſſive Love would come with better 
Credentials ; an Offer of Life is very proper for the Attack 
of a Counterſcarp, but a thouſand Ducats will ſooner carry 
a Lady's Heart; you are a young Man, but will learn this 
when you are older. 3 E 
>, But fince things have ſucceeded better this once, 
Sir, and that my Maſter will prove a moſt incomparable 
good Huſband (for that he Il do, I'll anſwer. for him) and 
that tis too late to recall what's already done, Sir— 
Zl. What's done, Villain? "af ns 
Lep. Sir, I mean, that | ſince my Maſter and my Lady 
are many'd, and: 
A. Thou ly'tt; they are not marry cee. 
lap. Sir =I ſay, that ſince they are marry'd, and 
that they love each other ſo paſſing dearly, indeed I fancy 
that- . | 53 
Atv. Why, this Impudence is beyond all bearing; Sir, 
do you put your Raſcal upon this? hs 
lor. Sir, I am in a Wood; I don't know what it is 
. you mean. \ : 7 
| Alv. 


E 
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Alv. And am in a Plain, Sir, and think I may be un- 
derſtood? do you pretend you are marry'd to my Daugh- 
ter? WR uy 


fortune on another. | 


Au. And do you think this idle Project can ſucceed ? 


do you believe your affirming you are marry'd to her, will 
induce both her and me to conſent it ſhall be fo. 

Lop. Sir, I fee you make my Maſter almoſt out of his 
Wits to hear you talk fo : But I, who am but a Stander- 
by now, as I was at the Wedding, have mine about me, 


and defire to know, Whether you think this Project can 


ſucceed ? Do you believe your affirming they are not mar- 
ry'd, will induce both him and me to give up the Lady? 
One ſhort Queſtion to bring this matter to an iſſue, why do 
you think they are not marry d? 3 | | 
Alv. Becauſe ſhe utterly renounces it. 1 8 
Lap. And fo ſhe will her Religion, if you attack it with 


that dreadful Face. D'ye hear, Sir? the poor Lady is in 


love heartily, and I with all poor Ladies that are ſo, would 
diſpoſe of themfelves ſo well as ſhe has done; but you 


ſcare her out of her Senſes :; Bring her here into the Room, 
ſpeak gently to her, tell her you know the thing is done, 


that you have it from a Man of Honour, Me. That may 
be you wiſh it had been otherwiſe, but are a Chriſtian, and 
profeſs Merey, and therefore have reſolv'd to pardon her: 


Say this, and I ſhall appear a Man of Reputation, and 


have Satisfaction made me. | 
Alv. Or an impudent Rogue, and have all: your Bones' 
broke. N 64 e e en | 
Loop. Content. | | | 8 
Av. Agreed, Leonora! who's there? call Leonora. 


Lop. All. will go rarely, Sir; we ſhall have ſhot the | 
Gulf in a Moment. [Ade to Lorenzo. ] Lis 3 GH 


Enter Leonora. 


Alv. Come hither, Leonora. | 
Lop. So, now we.ſhall fee. CS | Fj 
Alu. I call'd you to anſwer for yourſelf ; here's a ſtrong 
Claim upon you; if there be any thing in the pretended 
Title, conceal it no farther, it muſt be known at laſt, it 
may as well be ſo now. Nothing is ſo uneaſy as Uncer- 
tainty, I would therefore be gladly freed: from it: if you 
| | have 


Lor. Sir, tis my Happineſs on one fide, as it is my Mis- : 
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have done what I am told you have, tis a great Fault in- 
deed; but as.I fear 'twill carry much of its. Puniſhment 
along with it, I ſhall rather reduce my Reſentment into 
mourning your Misfortune, than ſuffer it to add. to your 
Affliction; therefore ſpeak the Truth. i r 4c 
Loop. Well, this is fair Play; now I ſpeak, Sir: You 
ſee, fair Lady, the Goodneſs of a tender Father, nothing. 
need therefore hinder you from owning a moſt loving Huss 
band. We had like to have been all together by the Ears 
about this Buſinels, and Pails of Blood were ready to run 
about the Houſe: But, thank Heaven, the Sun ſhines out 
again, and one Word from your ſweet Mouth makes fair. 
MWMeather for ever. My Maſter. has been forc'd to own 
your Marriage, he begs you'll do fo too. TRE, 
Leo. What does this impudent Raſcal mean? 
Lop. Ha! Madam! | e 
Leo. Sir, I ſhould be very glad to know [To Lorenzo. ] 
what can have been the Occaſion of this wild Report; ſure 
ſure you cannot be yourſelf a Party in it. 5 
Lop. He, he . | . 
Lor. Forgive me, dear Leonora, I know you had ſtrong 
Reaſons for the Secret being longer kept; but tis not my 
Fault our Marriage is diſclos c. | . 
Leo. Our Marriage, Sir 1 138 
Lor. "Tis known, my Dear, tho' much againſt my Will; 
hay ſince it is ſo, twould be in vain for us to deny it any 
—W.!. to wog N 
Leo. T hen, Sir, I am your Wife? I fell in Love with 
you, and married you without my Father's Knowledge ? 
Lor. I dare not be ſo vain to think 'twas Love; I hum-. 
bly am content to owe the Bleſſing to your Generoſity; 
you ſaw the Pains I ſuffer'd for your Sake, and in Com- 
paſſion eas d em. ä „** 
Leo. I did, Sir! Sure this exceeds all human Impu- 


dence. 
Lop. Truly, I think it does. She'd make an incom- 


parable Actreſs. [ Aſide. 2 He 
Lor. I begin to be ſurpris'd, Madam, at your carrying 
things ſo far; you ſee there's no Occaſion: for it; and for 
the Diſcovery, I have already told you, twas not my 
77 end i eto ons 1 
 Lop. My Maſter's ! no, *twas I did it: Why, what a 
Buſtle's here! I knew things would go well, and ſo they 
do, if Folks would but let em. But if Ladies will be in 
their Merriments, when Gentlemen are upon ſerious Bu- 
' fGinels, why what a deuce can one ſay to em? 4 | 
| Les. 


* 
I's 


11 8 


Lor. Madam, I am ſurpris'd beyond all 
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Leo. I ſee this Fellow is to be an Evidence in your Plot; 
where you hope to drive, it is hard to gueſs; for if any 
thing can exceed its Impudence, it is its Folly. A noble 
Stratagem indeed to win a Lady by ! I could be diverted 
with it, but that I ſee a Face of Villainy requires a rougher 
Treatment: I could almoſt, methinks, forget my Sex, 
and be my own Avenger. | 


Loop. Pray, Sir, let me come to her; you are fo ſur- 
Yis'd, you'll make nothing on't ; She wants a little ſnub- 
ing. Look you, Madam, I have ſeen many a pleaſant 
Humour amongſt Ladies, but you out-cut them all. 


Here's Contradiction with a Vengeance: you han't been 
marry'd eight-and-forty Hours, and you are flap 


at your Huſband's Beard already: Why, do yuu conſider 
who he is? Who this Gentleman is? And what he 
can do by Law? Why, he can lock you up——knock 
you down tie you Neck and Heels— 


lor. Forbear, you inſolent Villain you. [Offering to 


firike him.} 3 | 
Leo. That——for what's paſt, however. [Giving him 

a Box © th Ear.} ; | 
Loop. I think 


ſhe gave me a Box o' the Ear; ha! 

__[Zxit Leonora. 
Sir, will you ſuffer your old Servants to be us'd thus by. 
new Comers ? It's a Shame, a mere Shame: Sir, will 
you take a poor Dog's advice for once ? She denies ſhe's 
married to you: Take her at her Word; you have ſeen 
ſome of her Humours, let her go. ; | 
Alu. Well, Gentlemen, thus far you ſee I have heard 


all with Patience; have you Content? Or how much far- 


ther do you deſign to go with this Buſineſs ? | 

Lop. Why truly, Sir, I think we are near at a ſtand, 

Alu. Tis time, you Villain you. | 

Lop. Why, and I am a Villain now, if every Word 
I've ſpoke be not as true as as the Gazette: And your 
Daughter's no better than a— a——a whimſical 
young Woman, for making Diſputes among. Gentlemen. 
And if every Body had their Deſerts, ſhe'd have a good 
I won't ſpeak out to inflame Reckonings ; but let her 
go, Maſter. | 

Atv. Sir, I don't think it well to ſpend any more Words 

with your impudent and villainous Servant hers, 


Lop. Thank you, Sir ; but I'd let her go, 
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Alv.. Nor have I more to ſay to you than this, that you 
muſt not think fo daring an Affront to my Family can go 
long unreſented. PFarewel. [Exit Aly, 
Lor. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay for yourſelf now a 
TLop. Why, Sir, I have only to ſay, that Tam a very: 
unfortunate—— middle-aged Man; and that I believe 
all the Stars upon Heaven and Earth have been concern'd 
in my Deſtiny. Children now unborn will hereafter ſing 
my Dowafal in mournful Lines, and Notes of doleful 
Tune: I am at preſent troubled in Mind, Deſpair around 
ms, fignify'd in appearing Gibbets, with a great Bundle 
of Dog-whips by way of Preparation. 5 : 
3 de will go ſeek ſome Mountain high, 8 
If high enough ſome Mountain may be found, 3} 
With diftant Valley dreadfully profound, g 
| And from the horrid Cliff—look calmly all round. 3 
Lor. No, Sirrah, I'll fee your wretched End myſelf. 


1 Die here, Villain. [Drawing his Sabord.] | 


Lap. I can't, Sir, if any Body looks upon me. i 
Tor. Away, you trifling Wretch; but think not to 
eſcape, for thou ſhalt have thy Recompence. \ c 
| [Exit Lorenzo. 
Lop. (ſolar Why, what a miſchievous Jade is this, to 
make ſuch an Uproar in a Family the firſt Day of her Mar- 
riage ! Why my Maſter won't fo much as get a Honey-- 
Moon out of her; I gad let her go. If ſhe be thus in her 
ſoft and tender Youth, ſhe'll be rare Company at three-- 
ſcore: Well, he may do as he pleaſes, but were ſne my 
ear, I'd let her go—— Such a Foot at her Tail, I'd make 
the Truth bounce out at her Mouth, like a Pellet + of 


0 
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Aer SEENE t 
Eiter Camillo aut Tabla. 


. S an unlucky Accident indeed. 

8 Cam. Ah, Iſabella! Fate has now determin'd 
my Undoing. This thing can ne'er end here, Leonora and 
Loreazo mult. ſoon tome to ſome Explanation 3 the Diſ- 
pute is too monſtrous to paſs over, without further In- 

uiry, which muſt diſcover all, and what will be the 

Conſequence, I tremble at: for whether Don Alvarez 

knows of the Impoſture, or whether he is deceiv'd, with 

the reſt of the World, when once it breaks out, and the 

Conſequence is the Loſs of that great Wealth he now en- 

joys by it, what muſt become of me? All paternal Affec- 
tions then muſt ceaſe, and regarding me as an unhappy 

Inſtrument in the Trouble which will then o'er-load him, 
he will return me to my humble Birth, and then I'm loft 
for ever. For what, alas ! will the deceiv'd' Lorenzo ſay ? 
A Wife with neither Fortune, Birth, nor Beauty, inſtead 
of one moſt plenteoufly endow'd with all. O Heavens! 

what a Sea of Miſery I have before me EE 1 

Iſab. Indeed you reaſon right, but theſe Reflections are a 

ill- tim d; why did you not employ them ſooner? 

Cam. Becauſe I lov'd. 1 | 

Jab. And don't you do fo now? £7 

Cam. I do, and therefore tis. I make theſe cruel juſt 
Reflections. | | 55 | . 

Jſab. So that Love, I find, can do any thing. 

Cam. Indeed it can: Its Powers are wonderous great, 

its Pains no Tongue can tell, its Bliſs no Heart conceive, 

Crowns cannot recompence its Torments, Heaven ſcarce 

ſupplies its Joys. My Stake is of this Value : Oh counſel 

me how I ſhall ſave it. TY 5 

Jab. Alas! that Counſel's much beyond my Wiſdom's 

Force, I ſee no way to help you. ON 
Cam. And yet 'tis ſure there's one. 

Jab. What? . 

Cam. Death. | A 0 ; a 
Jab. There poſſibly may be another; I have a Thought 
this Moment perhaps there's nothing in it; yet a 
ſmall Paſſage comes to my remembrance, that I regarded 
little when it happen'd I'll go and ſearch for one 
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may be of ſervice. But hold; 1 ſee Don Carlos: He'll but 
diſturb us now, let us avoid be. 


| | [Exeunt Camillo and Iſabella, 
Enter Don- Carlos and Sancho 


Car. Repuls'd again! This is not to be borne. What 
tho' this Villain's Story be a Falſhood, was I to blame to 
hearken to it? This Uſage cannot be ſupported: How 
was it ſhe treated thee ? 

San. Never was Ambaſſador worſe received. Madam, 
my Maſter aſks ten thouſand Pardons, and humbly beps 
one Moment's Interview : Be gone, you Raſcal, you, 
Madam, what Anſwer ſhall I give my Maſter ? Tell: 
him he's a Villain. Indeed, faire Lady, I think this is. 
haſty Treatment——Here,, my Footmen, toſs me this: 
Fellow out at the Window; and. away ſhe went to her. 
Devotions. 

Car. Did you ſee Jacinta 2 | | 

San. Ves; the ſaluted me with half a ſcore Rogues wt 
Raſcals too. I think our Deſtinies are much alike, Sir: 
And o' my Conſcience, a couple of ſcurvy Jades we are: 

hamper'd with. 

Car. Ungrateful Woman, to receive: with ſueh Con- 
tempt ſo quick a Return of a Heart ſo juſtly alarm 
San. Ha, ha, ha. | 

Gar. What no Allowance to be madeto the feſt Trans: | 
ports of a Lover's Fury, when rous'd by fo dreadful an, 
Appearance? As juſt as my Suſpiciqus warns. | W vw long | 
ſuffer d them to arraign her ? | 

San. No. | 

wh Have F waited for Oaths or-Imprecations to cler 
her ? | | 

San. No. | 

Car. Nay, even now is not the POET: World 1 in 
ſuſpence about her ? * 1 alone conclude ber inno⸗ 
cent. 3 ; 

San. Tis very true- | | | 

Car. She might, e £9 thro this profound* Re- 
ſpect obſerve a Flame another would have cherith'd : ſhe 
might ſupport me againſt groundleſs Fears, and ſave me 
from a Rival's Tyranny; ſhe might releaſe me from theſe 
cruel Racks, and wou'd, no doubt, if ſne cou'd. love 2 L 


do. 


ge. Ha, h ha, has. 
Car. 


. 


Car. But ſince ſhe don't, what do T whinin g here } 
Cui ſe on the baſe Humilities of Love. 
San. Right. | | 


Car. Let Children kifs the Rod that fleas them, let 


Dogs lie down and lick the Shoe that ſpurns them. 


San. 3» 


Car. I am a Man, by Nature meant for Power ; the 


Sceptre's given us to wield, and we betray our Truſt. 


whenever we meanly lay it at a Woman's Feet, 

San, True, we are Men, boo 
us both be in a Paſſion ; here's my Sceptre, [Shewwing a 
Cudgel.] Subject Jacinta, look about you. Sir, was you 


ever in Mujcovy £ the Women there love the Men dearly; 


why? becauſe —[Shaking his Stick] there's your 
Lovye-powder for you. Ah, Sir, were we but wiſe and 


ſtout, what work ſhould we make with them! But this 
humble Love-making, ſpoils them all. A rare way in- 


deed to bring matters about with them; we are perſuading 
them all Day they are Angels and Goddefles, in order to 
uſe them at Night like human Creatures; we are like to 
ſucceed truly. 8 | 5 8 

Car. For my part, I never yet cou'd bear a Slight from 
any thing, nor will I now, There's but one way however 


to reſent it from a Woman ; and thar's to drive her brave- 
ly from your Heart, and place a worthier in her vacant. 


Throne. 


San. Now with Submiſſion to my Betters, I have ano 
ther way, Sir; I'll drive my Tyrant from my Heart, and 


place myſelf in her Throne. Ves; I will be Lord of m 
own Tenement, and keep my Houſnold in order. Wou' d, 
you wou'd do ſo too, Maſter; for, look you, I have 


been Servitor in a College at Salamanca, and read 
Philoſophy with the Doctors; where I found that a Woman, 


in all times, has been obſerved to be an Animal hard to 
underſtand, and much inclined to Miſchief. . Now as an 
Animal is always an Animal, and a Captain always. a 
Captain, ſo a Woman is always a Woman : Whence it is 
that a certain Greek ſays, her Head is like a Bank of Sand; 
or, as another, a ſolid Rock; or, according to a third, a 
dark Lanthorn. Pray, Sir, obſerye, for this is cloſe Rea- 
ſoning; and ſo as the Head is the Head of the Body; and 
that the Body without a Head, is like a Head without a 


Tail; and that where there is neither Head nor Tail, *tis 
a very ſtrange Body: So ] fay a Woman is, by Compa- 
riſon, do you ſee (for nothing explains things like Com- 


pariſons) I ſay by Compariſon, as Ariſſotle has often ſaid. 


before 


Come, Maſter, let 


_ . _ then.itis, I ſay, that by certain Emotions, which um 


* 
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before me, one may compare her to the raging Sea; fir 
as the Sea, when 5 Wiud riſes, knits Bio ihr like an 
angry Bull, and that Waves mount upon Rocks, and 
Rocks mount upon Waves; that Porpuſes leap like Trouts, 
and Whales ſkip about like Gudgeons; that Ships roll like 
Beer-Barrels, and Mariners play like Saints; juſt ſo, I ſay 
a Woman——A. Woman, I ſay, juſt fo, when her Reaſon / 
is ſhip-wreck d upon her Paſſion, and the Hulk of her 
Underſtanding lies thumping againſt the Rock of her Fury; | 


| —cauſl?, as one may ſuppoſe, a ſort of con vulſive 
yes——hurricanious—um-—lke——in ſhort, a We- 
man is like Devil. „„ Tt do > pRlY | 
Car. Admirably reaſon'd indeed, Sancho. | 
San. Petty well, I thank Heaven; but here. come the 
Crocodiles to weep us into Mercy. 


| Enter Leonora and Jacinta. | 
0 aſter, let Wy ſhew ourſelves Men, and leave their briay: 


ears to waſh their dirty Faces. „ 
Car. It is not in the power of Charms to move me. 
San. Nor me, I hope; and yet 1 fear thoſe Eyes will 
look out ſharp to ſnatch up ſuch a Prize. [Pointing to. 
Jacinta.] . | om OW 
NEW He's coming to us, Madam, to beg Pardon; but: 
fue you'll never grant it him? | 41598. 
Leo. If I do, may Heav'n ne er grant me mine. 


ene, „ oo pr 
Car. You look, Madam, upon me, as if yau thought 
came to trouble you with my uſual Importunities; * 
eaſe you of that Pain, by telling you, my Buſineſs now is 
calmly to aſſure you, but I aſſure it you with Heaven and 
Hell for Seconds; for may the Joys of one fly from me, 
whilſt the Pains of t' other overtake me, if all your Charms 
diſplay d e'er. ſhake my Reſolution; TLIl. never. ſee- you 
BO. ˙• A Th 7 
Leo. You are a Man of that nice Hancur, Sir; I know 
you'll keep your Word: I expected this Affurance from 
you, and came this way only to thank you for't. | 
Jac. Very well. | TER 1 
Car. You did, imperious Dame, you did: How baſe is 
Woman's Pride ! How wretched are the Ingredients it 
is form'd of ! If. you ſaw Cauſe for juſt Diſdain, why did 
you not at firſt. repulſe me? Why lead a Slave e 


at could not grace your Triumphs? If I am thus to be 
-ontemn'd, think on the Favours you have done the 
Wretch, and hide your Face for ever. N | 

San. Well argued. | TRE | 
Leo. 1 own you have hit the only Fault the World can 
charge me with: the Favours I have done to you, I am 
indeed aſham'd-of; but ſince Women have their Frailties, 


you'll allow me mine. 


however, you at laſt ſpeak frankly. I thank you for't ; 
from my Soul I thank you: but don't expect me greve- 
ling at your Feet again; don't, for if I do Es 
Leo. You will be treated as you deſerve; trod upon. 
Car. Give me Patience; but I don't want it; I am 
calm: Madam, farewel; be happy if you can; by Hea- 
vens I with you ſo, but never ſpread your Net for me again; 
for if you do ——— | | 
Leo. You'll be running into it. | 
Car. Rather run headlong into Fire and Flames; rather 
be torn with Pincers Bit from Bit; rather be broil'd like 
Martyrs upon Gridirons— But I am wrong; this ſounds 
like Paſſion, and Heaven can tell I am not angry: Madam, 
| think we have no farther Buſineſs together; your moſt 
humble Servant. n | 
Leo. Farewell t'ye, Sir. | 
Car. Come along. [To Sancho. ] [Goes to the Scene 
and returns] Vet once more before I go (leſt you ſhould 
doubt my Reſolution) may I ſtarve, periſh, rot, be blaſted, 


me, Back.] . | 
arms Leo. Content: come away, Faciuta. [Carlos re- 
yo turns. ] | . 85 | 
7 Car. Yet one Word, Madam, if you pleaſe; I have a 
Wh iitle thing here belongs to you, a fooliſh Bawble I once 
now was fond of. ¶ Troltching ber Picture from his Breafl.] 
from Will you accept a Trifle from your Servant. 3 
. Leo. Willingly, Sir; I have a Bawble too I think you 
baue ſome Claim to; you'll wear it for my ſake. [Breaks 
iſe is 4 Bracelet from ber Arm, and gives it bim] | 
ts it Car. Moſt thankfully ; this too I ſhou'd reſtore you, 
/ did Wh + once was yours [Gtving ber u Table-book,] By 
ans, 5 your 


Car. 'Tis well, extremely well, Madam. I'm happy 


dead, damn'd, or any other Thing that Men or Gods can 


bt . think on, if on any Occaſion whatever, Civil or Military, 
I'll Pleaſure or Buſineſs, Love or Hate, or any other Acci- 
al dent of Life, I, from this Moment, change one Word or 


Look with you. [Going , Sancho claps him on the 
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San. Very true. 


it him.] 


ſerve again upon a freſh Occaſion, 


© Fac. And there, and there, and there, Sir. Jacinta 
throws the reſt at him.] > 3 


ſhift 
 Fhroavs em at her; then they cloſe ;. he pulls off her Head: 


© ne ha 4 


your Fayour, Madam there is a Line or two in it, I 
think you did me once the Honour to write with your own 
fair Hand, Here it is. [ Reads. 


You lowe me, Carlos, and would know © 
The ſecret Mowements of my. Heart: 
Whether I give you mine or no, | 
With yours, methinks, I'd never, never part. 


Thus you have encouraged me, and thus you have de- 
ceived me. 5 


Les. J have ſome faithful Lines too; I think I can pro- 
duce em. [Pulls out a Table: book; reads, and then gives 


How long ſoeer, to figh in vain, 

My Deſtiny may prove. 

My Fate (in ſpite of your Diſdain) 

_ Will let me glory in your Chain, | 
And give meleave eternally to lowe. 


There, Sir, take your Poetry again. [Throwing it at bis 
Feet.) Tis not much the werſe for my a ed "twill 
695 | 


dane. „ 

Car. I believe I can return the Preſent, Madam, with 
a Pocket full of your Proſe There [Throw- 
ing a handful of Letters at ber Feet] 
' Leo. Facinta, give me his Letters. The e, Sir, not to 
be behind- hand with you. {Takes a bandſul of bis Lei- 
ters cut of a Box, and throws them in his Face. 


San. *Cods my Life, we want Ammunition: but for a 
There, and there, you ſaucy Slut you. ISan- 
cho pulls a Pack of dirty Cards out of his Pocket, and 


clothes, and fhe bis Wig, and then part, ſbe running to ber 
Miftreſs, he to his Mafter. et ws Rr 
Fac. I think, Madam, we have clearly the hetter on't. 
Leo. For a Proof, 1 reſolve to keep the Fiel. 
Zac. Have a care he don't railly and beat you yet though: 
pray walk off. | | 
Les. Fear nothing. 


Sans 


* 5 
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Fan. How the Armies ſtand and gaze at one another 
after the Battle! What think you, Sir, of ſhewing your 
ſelf a great General, by making an honourable Retreat? 

Car. I ſcorn it: Oh Leonora]! Leonora A Heart like 
mine ſhould not be treated thus. | 

Leo. Carlos] Carlos! I have not deſerv'd this Uſage. 

Car. Barbarous Leonora] but 'tis uſeleſs to reproach 
you; ſhe that is capable of what you have done, is form'd 
too cruel ever to repent of it. Go on then, Tyrant ; make 

our Bliſs compleat ; torment me ſtill, for till, alas! 
I love enough to be tormented. | | | | 


A Leo. Ah Carlos ! little do you know the tender Move- 


ments of that thing you name; the Heart where Love 
preſides, admits no Thought againſt the Honour of its 


Ruler. | 


Car. Tis not to call that Honour into doubt, if con- 
ſcious of our own Unwoxrthinefs, we interpret every Frown 
to our Deſtruction. | | 

Leo. When _ Jealouſy. proceeds from ſuch humble Ap- 


prehenſions, it ſhews itſelf with more reſpe& than yours 


has done. | | | | 

Car. And where a Heart is guiltleſs, it eaſily forgives a 
greater Crime. | | 

Leo. Forgiveneſs is not now in our Debate; if both 
have been in fault, tis fit that both ſhou'd ſuffer for it; 
sur Separation will do Juſtice on us. . ; 

Car. But ſince we are ourſelves the Judges of our 
Crimes, what if we ſhould inflict-a.gentler Puniſhment? 

Leo. Twould but encourage us to ſin again. b 

Car. And if it ſhou'd . OY 

Leo. Twould give a freſh Occaſion for the pleaſing 
Exerciſe of Mercy. | oe | 

Car. Right; and ſo we act the Part of Earth an Hea- 
ven together, of Men and Gods, and taſte of both their 
Pleaſures. . 5 N a 

Leo. The Banquet's too inviting to refuſe it. 

Car. Then thus let us fall on, and feed upon't for ever. 
[ Carries her off, embracing ber, and kiſſing ber Hand.) 
Leo. Ah Woman! fooliſh, fooliſh Woman!!! 

San. Very fooliſh indeed, 2 

Fac. But don't expect I'll follow her Example. 

San. You wou'd, Mopſy, if I'd let you. | 

Jac. I'd ſooner tear my Eyes out! ah 
2A little of my Spirit in her. | 


that ſhe hzd 


San. I believe I ſhall find thou haſt a great deal of her 
| . | Pleſh, 
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Fleſh, my Charmer; but twon't do; I am all Rock, ; bar 
Rock, very Marble. 

Fac. A very Pumice Stone, you Raſcal you, if Uk 


would: try ther; but to prevent thy Humilities, and ſhew 
thee all Submiſſion would be vain ; to convince thee thou 


haſt 8 but Miſery and Deſpair before thee; here 
take back 


y paltry Thimble, and be in wy Debt for the 
Shirts I have made thee with it. 

San. Nay, if y' are at that Sport, Miſtreſs, 1 believe I 
mall loſe nothing by the Balance of thy Preſents. There, | 


Fae. Here——take thy Sattin Pinoaſtion; with thy 


g | curious half. hundred of Pins in't, thou mad'ſt ſuch a va. 


pouring about Yeſterday: Tell them carefully, there's | 


mot one wanting. 


Sau. There's thy Tvory-hafted Knife again, whet it 
well ; *tis ſo blunt *twill cut nothing but Love: 

Fac. And there's thy pretty Pocket Sciſſars thou bat 
honour'd me with, they'll cut off a Leg or an Arm: 
Heaven bleſs them. 

Sar. Here's the inchanted Handkerchief you were pleaſ. 
ed to endear with your precious Blood, when the Violence 
of your Love at Dinner, t'other Day, made you cut your 
Fin ers, There. [Blows bis 'Noſe aa #, N gives it 
Ber. 

Fac. The Raſcal Io provokes me I won't even keep hi 

try Garters from him: There take *em, there. 
{She takes her Garters off, and laps them about his Face.) 

Sar. I have but one thing more of thine.” [Sheaving his 
Cudgel.] 1 own *tis the To 2 all thy Preſents, and might 
be uleful to me; but that thou may'ſt have nothin 
to upbraid me with, e'en take it again with the reſt * 


them. [ Lifting it up to flrike her, foe leaps about bis 


Neck.) 
' Fac. Ah cruel Sancho Now. beat me, Sancho, de,” 


Can. Rather, like Indian Beggars, beat my precious 
Flf. [Throws away his Stick, and embraces ber. 
Rather let Infants Blood about the Streets, 83 
Rather let all the Wine about tlie Cellar, 
Rather let Oh Jacinta thou haſt o ercome. 
H w fooliſh are the great Reſolves of Man! 
Reſolves, which we neither would keep, nor can. 
When thoſe bright Eyes in Kindneſs pleaſe to ſnine, 
Their Goodneſs I muſt needs return with mine: 
Bleſs my Jacinta in her Sancho s Arms- 
Es And I wy Sancho with Jacinta's Charms. ger 


THE MISTAKE. 


Acr v. SCENE I. 
SCENE, We Street. 
Enter Lopez. 


A s ſoon as it is Night, ſays my Maſter to me, tho? 
it coſt me my Life, I'll enter Leonora's Lodgings; 
therefore make haſte, Lopez, prepare every thing neceſlary, 
three Pair of Pocket Piſtols, two wide-mouth'd Blunder- 
buiſes, ſome fix Ells of Sword-blade, and a couple of 
dark Lanthorns. When my Maſter ſaid this to me; Sir 
faid I to my Maſter, (that is, I wou'd have faid it, if T | 
had. not been in ſuch a Fright I could ſay nothing, how- / 
ever I'l] ſay it to him now, and ſhall probably have a quiet 
Hearing ;) Look you, Sir, by dint of Reaſon I intend to 
confound you: You are reſolv'd, you tay, to get into 
Leonora's Lodgings, tho* the Devil ſtand in the Door-way ? . 
Yes, Lot ex, that's my Refolution— Very well, 
and what do you intend to do when you are there ? 
Why, what an injur'd Man ſhou'd do; make her ſenſible 
of. Make her ſenſible of a Pudding, don't you ſee ſhe's. 


a jade? She'll raiſe the Houſe about your Ears, arm the 


whole Family, ſet the great Dog at you. Were there 
Legions of Devils to repulſe me, in ſuch a Cauſe I could 


diſperſe them all — Why then you have no Occaſion for 
Help, Sir, you may leave me at home to lay the Cloth. 


= 8 


No; thou art my ancient Friend, my Fellow- Traveller, and 


to reward thy faithful Services, this Night thou ſhalt partake 


my Danger and my Glory. Sir, I have got Glory enough 


under you already, to content any reaſonable Servant for his 


Life Thy Modeſty makes me willing to double my 


Bounty; this Night may bring eternal Honour to thee and 


thy Family. Eternal Honour, Sir, is too much 
in Conſcience for a Serving-Man ; beſides, Ambition has 
been many a great Soul's Undoing-—-— I doubt thou art 
afraid, my Lopez, thou ſhalt be arm'd with Back, with 
Breaſt, and Head-piece—— They will encumber me in my 
Retreat. Retreat, my Hero! Thou never ſaalt retreat. 

Then by my troth I'll never go, Sir. But 
here he comes. 


VO 26 F | Enter 
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Enter Lorenzo. 
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Lor. Wall it never be Night? Sure tis the longeſt Day 
the Sun eer ravel d. | | 
Lop. Would 'twere as long as thoſe in Greenland, Sir, 
that you might ſpin out your Life t'other half Year. 1 
don't like theſe nightly Projects; a Man can't fee what he 
dees: We ſhall have ſome {curvy Miſtake or other happen; 
a one 3 dees thro' your Head in the dark 
ps, and ſpoil all your Intrigue. 5 
XJ NT on trembling Wretch, away. 

Lope, Nay, Sir, what I fay is purely for your Safety: 
fox as to myſelf — Uds-death, I no more value the 
loſing a Quart of Blood, than-I do drinking a Quart of 
Wine, Beſides, my Veins are too full, my Phyſician 
adyis'd me but Yeſterday to let go twenty Ounces for my 
ous. So you fee, Sir, there's nothing of that in the 

Ale. | | 7 : 
Lor. Then let me hear no other Objections; for till 
I ſee Leonora I muſt lie upon the Rack, I cannot bear her 
"Reſentment, and will pacify her this Night, of not live to 
ſe To-morrow. „ | PCs 
Loop. Well, Sir, ſince you are ſo determin'd, I ſhan't 
be impertinent with any farther Advice; but I think you 

| have laid your Deſign to———[ He cougbs.] (I have got 

_ ſuch a Cold to day) to get in privately, have you not? 

il Lor. Yes; and have taken care to be introduced as far 
as her Chamber-door with all Secrecy. — + 1 
Lop. [He coughs. ]J——— This unlucky Cough, I had 
rather: have had a Fever at another time. Sir, I ſhou'd 
be ſorry to do you more harm than good upon this Oc- 
caſion: If this Cough ſhou'd come upon me in the midſt 
of the Action, [coughs.] and give the Alarm to the Fa- 

mily, I ſhou'd not forgive myſelf as long as I liv'd. 

Lor. I have WIE Ventures than that to take my 
Chance for, and can't diſpenſe with your Attendance, 
Sir. . 5 | | 

. Lops. This tis to be a good Servant, and make one's ſelf 

neceſlarys, | 
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Enter Toledo. 


Jol. Sir, — —TI am glad I have found you. I am 2 
Man of Honour, you know, and do always profeſs loſing 
my Life upon a handſome Occaſion: Sir, I come to offer 
you niy Ser vice. I am inform d from unqueſtionable Hands, 
that Don Carlos is enraged againſt you to a dangerous De- 
gree ; and that old Alvarez: has given poſitive Directions 
to break the Legs and Arms of your Servant Lopez, 
Lop. Look you there now, I thought what *twou'd come 
to; what do they meddle with me for? What have I to do 
in my Maſter's Amours? The old Don's got out of his 
5 denles, I think; have I married his Daughter? 
: Lor. Fear nothing, we'll take care o'thee——Sir, I. 
| thank you for the Favour of your Intelligence, tis nothing 


- - — — — — — 
r 


5 however but what I expected, and am provided for, | 
| _ Tol. Sir, I wou'd adviſe you to provide yourſelf - with 
good Friends, I. deſixe the Honour to keep your Back © 
ö Hand myſelf. F | 2 
ö  Lop. Tis very kind indeed. Pray, Sir, have you ne- 
ver a Servant with you cou'd hold a Racket for me 
too ? | STR, | CONE TY n f 
Tol. I have two Friends fit to head two Armies; and 
t yet a word in your Ear, they ikan't coſt you above a 
| Ducat a piece. | : . 
: Lop. Take em by all means, Sir, you were never of- 


fer'd a better Pennyworth in your Life. 


o 


d Tol. Ah, Sir, little Di#go——you have heard of 
{ him; he'd have been worth a Legion upon this Occaiton': 


15 You know, I ſuppaſe, how they have ſerv'd him 

t They have hang'd him, but he made a noble Execution; 

4 they clapp'd. the Rack aud the Prieſt to him at once, but 
cou d neither get a Word of Confeſfion, nor a Groan of 

1 Repentance; he died mighty well truly. - 

5 Lor. Such a. Man is indeed mch to be regretted: As 

i for the reſt of your Eſcorte, Captain, I thank you for em, 

| but ſhall not uſe em. 3 


Tol. I'm ſorry for't, Sir, becauſe I think you go in very 
ar Danger; I'm much afraid your Rival won't give you 
air Play. hae 
Lap. If he does, I'll be hang'd; he's a damn'd paſ- 
honate Fellow, and cares not what Milchief he does. 
F 2 5, 


Lor. 
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124 THE M IIS T A RE. | 
Lor. I ſhall give him a very good Opportunity: For IH 
have no other Guards about me but you, Sir. So come 
along. * | | 
Lop. Why, Sir, this 1s the Sin of Preſumption ; ſctting 
Heaven at Defiance, making a Jack-pudding of a Blun- 
Lor. No more, but follow. Hold! turn this way ; 
I ſee Camillo there. I wou'd avoid him, till 1 fee what 
part he takes in this odd Affair of his Siſter's. For I wou'd 
not have the Quarrel fix d with him, if it be poſſible to 
avoidit. ; [Exit Lorenzo. 
Lop. Sir——— Captain Toledo, one Word if you pleaſe, 


Sir; I'm mighty ſorry to ſee my Maſter won't accept of 


your friendly Offer: Look ye, I'm not very rich; but as 
far as the Expence of a Dollar went, if you'd be ſo 
kind to take a little care of me, it ſhou'd be at your Ser- 


Tol. Let me ſee; A Dollar you ſay ? But ſuppoſe I'm 


wounded ? 


Loop. Why you ſhall be put to no extraordinary Charge 
upon that : I have been Prentice to a Barber, and will be 
your Surgeon myſelf. 8 1 5 
Tol. Tis too cheap in Conſcience; but my Land- Eſtate 
is ill paid this War- time „„ 
Loop. That a little Induſtry may be commendable; ſo 
ſay no more, that matter's fix d. [ Exeunt Lop. and Tol. 


Enter Camillo. 


Cam. How miſerable a Perplexity have I brought my- 
ſelf into! Yet why do I complain? Since, with all the 
dreadful Torture I endure, I can't repent of one wild 
Step I've made. O Love! what Tempeſts canſt thou raiſe, 
what Storms canſt thou. aſſuage! To all thy Cruelties I am 
reſign d: Long Years thro' Seas of Torment I'm content 


to roll, fo thou wilt guide me to the happy Port of my 


Lorenzos Arms, and bleſs me there with one calm Day at 
laſt, | | „ 


Enter Iſabella. 5 * 


Cam. What News, dear Jabella? Methinks there's 


ſomething chearful in your Looks may give a trembling 

Lover Hopes. If you have Comfort for me, ſpeak, for 
indeed have need of it. | "FH 

| El Iſab. 


THE (HIGTAKRE Ay 
I/ab. Were your Wants yet fill greater than they are, 
I bring a plentiful Supply. 
Cam. O Heav'ns! Is't — ? 
Jab. New Myſteries are out, and if you can find 
Charms to wean Lorenzo from your Siſter, no other Obſta- 
cle is in your way to all your Wiſh. | | 
Cam. Kind Meſſenger from Heaven, ſpeak on. 
| I/ab. Know then, that you are Daughter to Alvarez. 
Y Cam. How! Daughter to Alvarez. __ 
I/ab. You are: Phe Truth this Moment's come to 
light; and till this Moment he, altho' your Father, was a 
Stranger to it; nay, did not even know you were a Wo- 
| man. In ſhort, the great Eſtate, which has occaſion'd 
| theſe uncommon Accidents, was left but on Condition of 
a Son; great Hopes of one there was, when you deſtroy'd 
'em, and to your Parents came a molt unwelceme Gueſt : 
To repair the Diſappointment, you were exchang'd for 
that young Camillo, who a fe, Months after dy'd. Your, 
Father then, was abſent, but your Mother quick in Con- | 
trivance, bold in Zxzecution, during that Infant's Sickneſs, | 
had refvlv'd his Death ſhou'd not © deprive her Family of 
thoſe Advantages his Lite had given it; fo order'd things 
with ſuch Dee that once again there paſt a Chenge 
between yeu : Of chis (for Re:fons yet unknown to me) 
ſhe made à Secret to ner Mun and took ſuch wile Pre- 
cautions, that till tails Hour twas io to all the World, ex- 
cept the Pei ſi irom whom I now-have heard it. 
Cam. Tas News inuecd, afords a View of no unhappy 
Termination; yet there are Diihculties ſtill may be of ra- 
te] Hindrance. 
Iſab. None, except that one I juſt now aka to you 3 
for to remove the lait, kno I have already untulded all, 
both to A/varez and Don Felix. 
Cain, And how hove they receiv'd it? : 
I/ab. To your Withes both. As, for Lorenzo, he is 
yet a Stranger to ali has paſt, and the two old Fathers de- 
lire he may ſome Momenis longer continue ſo. They 
have agreed to be a little merry with the Heat he is in, and 
engage you in a Famii'y-quarrel with hem. 
p lay I doubt, Iſavelia, I ſhail act that Part but 
. Tantly = 
I/ab. No matter, you'll make Amends for it in the Scene 
of Reconciliation. 
Cam. Pray Heaven it be my Yor to act it with him. 
Iſab. Here comes Don Felix to with you Joy. 


F 3 ; Enter 
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Enter Don Felix. 


Don Fel. Come near, my Daughter, and with extended 
Arms of great Affection let me receive thee. ¶ Kis ber.] 
Thou art a dainty Wench, good faith thou art, and 'tis a 

mettled Action thou haſt done; if Lorenzo don't like 
thee the better for't, Cods my Life, he's a pitiful Fellow, 
and I ſhan't believe the bonny old Man had the getting 
of him. T4 If 
Cam. Tm fo encouraged by your Forgiveneſs, Sir, me- 
thinks I bave ſome flattering Hopes of his. 7 
Don Fel. Of his! I'gad, and he had beſt, I believe he'll 
meet with his Match if he don't. What doft think of 
trying his Courage a little, by way of a Joke or lo? 
Iſab. J was juit telling her your Deſign, Sir. © 
Don Fel. Why I'm in a mighty witty way upon this 
whimſical Occaſion; but I ſee him coming. You muit 
not appear yet; go your way in to the reſt of the People 
there, and III inform him what a Squabble he has work'd 
himſelf into here. [Exeunt Camillo and Iſabella. 


Enter Lorenzo and Lopez. 


Lop. Pray, Sir, don't be ſo obſtinate now, don't af. 
front Heaven at this Rate. I had a Viſion laſt Night 
about this Buſineſs, on purpoſe to forewarn you ; J dreamt 

of Gooſe-eggs, a blunt Knife, and the Snuff of a Candle; 
I'm ſure there's Miſchief towards, „ 

Lor. You cowardly Raical, hold your Tongue. 

Don Fel. Lorenzo, come hither, my Boy, 1 was juſt 
going to ſend for thee. The Honour of our ancient Fa- 
mily lies in thy Hands ; there is a Combat preparing, thou 
mult fight, my Son. | 5 

Lop. Look you there now, did not I tell you ? O Dreams 
are wond'rous things, I never knew that Snuff of a Candle 


fail yet. ' 
aq Sir, I do not doubt but Carlos ſeeks my Life, 1 


he'll do it fairly. | 

"a Fairly, do Sire fairly ! Give. me Jeave to tell 
vou, Sir, Folks are not fit to be truſted with Lives, that 
don't know how to look better after them. Sir, you gave 
it him, 1 hope you'll make him take a little more Care 
on't. . | | 8 
Don Fel. My Care ſhall be to make him do as a Man 
of Honour ought to do. | 2 


r 
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Lop. What, will mp let him fight then ? Let your own 
Fleſh and Blood fight? 

Don Fel. In a good Chaſe, as this is. 

Lop. O Monſtrum horrendam ! Now Thave that Huma- 
nity about me, thatif a Man but talks to me of fighting, 
I ſhiver at the Name on' t. 

Lor. What you do on this Occaſion, Sir, is worthy of 
you: And had I been wanting to you, in my due Regards 
before, this noble Action would have ſtamp'd that Im- 
preſſion, which a grateful Son ought to have for ſo gene- 
rous à Father. 

Lop. Very generous truly! gives him Leave to be run 


thro' the Guts, for His Poſterity to brag on a hundred 


Years hence. [Afide.] 

Lor. I think, Sir, as things now ftand, it won't be 
right for me to wait for Carlos Call; Ih, if you pleaſe, 
prevent him. 

Lop. Ay, pray, Sir, do prevent him by all means, tis 
better made u you ſay, a thouſand _— N 

Don Fel. Hold your Tongue, you rtinent Jack- 
anapes, I will have him geht, and fight like a Fury too; 
if he don't, he'll be worſted, T can tell him that. Por 
know, Son, your Antagoniſt is not the Perſon -you name, . 
it is an Enemy of twice his Force. | 

Lop. O dear, O dear, O f and will no N keep 
em aſunder? 

Lor. No body ſhall keep us aſunder, if once I know 


the Man 1 have to deal with. 


Don Fel. Thy Man then is — Camillo. 

Lor. Camillo! 

Don Fel. Tis he, he'll ſuffer nobody to decide ln 

uarrel but himſelf. 

Lop. Then there are no n Sir. 

Don Fel. None. | 

Lop. He's a brave Man. 

Don Fel. No, he ſays nobody's Blood ſhall be ſpilt v upon 
this Occaſion, but theirs who have a Title to it. 
Je. I believe he'll ſcarce have a Law- ſuĩt upon the 

am 

Don Fel. In ſhort, he accuſes thee of a ſhameful Palſ- 
hood, in pretending his Siſter Leonora was thy Wife; and 
has upon it prevail'd with his Father, as thou haſt one 


with thine, to let the Debate be ended by the Sword twixt 


him and thee. 
2 u: 
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Lop. And pray, Sir, with Submiſſion, one ſhort Quec. 


tion if you pleaſe; what may the gentle Leonora ſay of this 


Buſineſs ? yo | 
Don Fel. She approves. of the Combat, and marries 
Carlos. + "7 ED 
 LZop. Why, God a-mercy. | ; 
Lor. Is it poſſible ? Sure ſhe's a Devil and not a Wo. 
FR I——cod, Sir, the Devil and a Woman both, I 
—_: : 5 „ 
Don Fel. Well, thou fhalt have Satisfaction of ſome of 


em. Here they all come. | 


Enter Alvarez, Leonora, Carlos, Sancho, and Jacinta, 
— | * 2 | 


Al. Well, Don Felix, have you prepar'd your Son? 
for mine, he's ready to engage. 1g 
Lor. And ſo is his. My Wrongs prepare me for a 
thouſand Combats. My Hand has hitherto been held by 
the Regard I've had to every thing of kin to Leonora; 
but ſince the monſtrous Part ſhe acts has driven her from 
my Heart, I call for Reparation from her Family. 

- _ Vou ll have it, Sir; Camilio will attend you in- 

antly. 3A 

Lop. O lack! O lack! will nobody do a little ſomething 


to prevent Bloodſhed? Why, Madam, have you no Pity, 


no Bowels? [To Leonora. ] Stand and ſee one of your Huſ- 

bands ſtoter d before your Face? Tis an arrant Shame. 
Leo, H Widovchood be my Fate, I mutt bear it as I 

8 e 


Lo. Why, did you ever hear the like! 


Lor. Talk to her no more. Her monſtrous Impudence 

is no otherwiſe to be apply ' d to, than by a Dagger in her 

Brother's Heart. | . 

Leo. Vonder he's coming to receive it. But have a Care, 
brave Sir, he does not place it in another's. |, 

Lor. It is not in his Power. He has a rotten Cauſe 


upon his Sword, I'm ſorry he's engag'd in it; but ſince he 


is, he muſt take his Fate. For you, my Bravo, expect me 
„ TTT on ri 5 
Car. You'll find Camillo, Sir, will ſet your Hand out. 
Lor. A beardleſs Boy. You might have match'd me 
better, Sir: But Prudence is a Virtue. 5 
Don Fel. Nay, Son, I wou'd not have thee deſpiſe thy 
Adverſary neither; thou'lt find Camillo will put thee hard 


Lor. 


| * 2 22 
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Lov. I with we were come to the Trial. Way dhe he 


not appear ? x 

Fac. Now do I hate to hear People brag thus. gir, 
wich my Lady's Leave, I' Il hold a Ducat he diſarms you. 
[They lawih.} 

Lor. Why, what !—L. think T m ſported with, Take 
heed, I warn you all; I am not to be trifled with, 


Enter Camillo and Iſabella. 


Leo. You ſhan't, Sir; here's one will be in earneſt with 
ou. 
3 Lor. He's welcome: Tho' I had rather have drawn my 
Sword againſt another. I'm ſorry, Camillo, we ſhould 
meet on fuch bad Terms as theſe ; yet more forry your 
Siſter ſhou'd be the wicked Cauſe on't : but fince nothing 
will ſerve her but the Blood either of a Huſband or Brother, 
ſhe ſhall be glutted with't. Draw. 

Lop. Ah, Lard, ah Lard, ah Lard ! 

Lor. And yet A I take this Inſtrument of Death in- 
to my fatal Hand, hear me, Camillo; hear Alvarez; all! 

I imprecate the utmoſt Powers of Heaven to ſhower upon 
my Head the deadlieſt of its Wrath; I aſk that all Hell's 
Torments may unite to round. my Soul with one eternal 
Anguiſh, if wicked Leozora ben't my Wife. | 
 Omaes. O Lord, O Lurd, O Lord! 

Leo. Why then, may all thoſe Curſes paſs him by, and 
wrap me in their everlaſting Pains, if ever once I had a 
fleeting Thought of making.him my Huſband. ; 

Lop. O Lord, O Lord, O Lord! 

Leo. Nay more; to ſtrike him dumb at once, and hew 
what Men with honeft Looks can practiſe, know he's mar- 


ried to another. 
Alv. and Fel. How! 
Leo. The Truth of this is known to ſome here. . 
Fac, Nay, tis certainly ſo. | 
Jab. Tis to a Friend of mine. 
Car. I know the Perſon. | 
Lor. *Tis falſe, and thou art a Villain for thy Teſtimony. 
Cam. Then let me {peak ; what they aver is true, and 
I myſelf was, in Diſguiſe, a Witneſs cf its doing. 
Lor. Death and Confuſion ! He a Villain too | Ilave at 


thy Heart. [He draws.] 
Lop, Ah! I can't bear the Sight « on't.. 


Cam. Put up chat furious Thing g, there's no Buſineſs 
of + - 


: LES | Lar. 
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Lor. There's Buſineſs for a Dagger, Stripling ; 'tis that 
mould be thy Recompence. by TED 
Cam. Why then to ſhew thee naked to the World, 
and cloſe thy Mouth for ever—I am myſelf thy Wife. — 
Lor. What does the Dog mean ? 
Cam. To fall upon the Earth and ſue for Mercy. [ Kneel 
and lets her Perriwig fall of.) OY BEES 
Lor. A Woman 5 
Top. Ay cod, and a pretty one too; you Wags you, 
Lor. I'm all Amazement. Riſe, Camillo (if I am ſtill 
to call you by that Name) and let me hear the Wonders 
vou have for me. | Hg ; 
| wy That Part her Modefty will aſk from me: I'm to 
inform you then, that this Diſguiſe hides other Myſteries 
| beſides a Woman; a large and fair Eftate was cover'd by 
it, which with the Lady now will be reſign'd to you. 
*T'is true, in Juſtice it was yours before ; but 'tis the God 
of Love has done you Right. To him you owe this 
ſtrange Diſcovery, thro* him you are to know the true 
Camillo's dead, and that this fair Adventurer is Daughter 
to Alvarez. | 
Lor, Incredible! but go on; let me hear more. 
Don Fel. She'll tell thee the reſt herſelf, the next dark 
Night ſhe meets thee in the Garden. N 
For. Ha!. Was it Camillo then, that 1 
Iſab. It was Camillo who there made you happy: And 
who has Virtue, Beauty, Wit and Love enough to 
make you fo, while Life ſhall aſt you. . 
Lor. The Proof ſhe gives me of her Love, deſerves a 
large Acknowledgement indeed. Forgive me therefore, 
Leonora, if what I owe this Goodneſs and theſe Charms, I 
with my utmoſt Care, my Life, my Soul, endeavour to re- 
ay. £ afE 
F ANY Is it then poſſible you can forgive me? 
Ler. Indeed I can; few Crimes have fuch a Claim to 
Mercy; but join with me then, dear Camillo, (for full I 
know you by no other Name) join with me to obtam your 
Father's Pardon : Yours, Leonora, too, T muſt implore ; 
and yours, my Friend, for now we may be ſuch. {To 
Carlos.] Of all I aſk Forgiveneſs. And fince there is ſo 
fair a Cauſe of all my wild Miſtakes, 1 hope I by her In- 
tereſt ſhall obtain it. | ; | 
Alv. You have a Claim to mine Lorenzo, I with I had 
ſo ſtrong a one to yours; but if by future Services, (tho 
I lay down my Life amongſt em) I may blet out of your 
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Remembrance a Fault (I cannot name) I then ſhall leave 


the World in Peace. 


Lor. In Peace then, Sir, enjoy it; for from this very 
Hour, whate'er is paſt with me, is gone for ever. Your 
Daughter is too fair a Mediatrix to be refus'd his Pardon, 
to whom ſhe.owes the Charms the pleads with for it. 


From this good Day then, let all Diſcord ceaſe; 


Let thoſe to come be Harmony and Peace ; 


Let Fathers, Lowers, Friends, let 


combine, 


Henceforth let all our diff rent . join, - ? | 


To male each other's Days as bleft, as ſhe will mine. 


* 
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Written by Mr. Morrzux. 


I'M thinking, now good Huſbands are ſo few, 
To get one for my Friend what muſt | do. 
Camillo wentur'd bard ; yet at the avorſt, 2 
She flole Lowe's Honęy- moon, and try d her Lover ſirſ. 
Many poor Damſels, if bey dar d to tell, © 
Have done as much, but have not ſcap d ſo well, 
Tis awell the Scene's in Spain; thus, in the dark, 
J. Hou] be loth to truſt a London Spark. 
Some Accident might for a pr vate Reaſon, 
Silence a Female, all this Afting-ſeaſon. 
Hard Fate of Woman : Any one wou'd wex, 
To think what odds you Men have of our Sex. 
Reftraint and Cuſtom ſhare our Inclination, 
You Men can try, and run o er half the Nation 
\ He dare not, even to avoid Reproach, | | 
When you're at White's, peep out of Hackney-coach ; 
Nor awith a Friend at Night, our Fame regarding, 
. With Glaſs drawn up, drive bout Covent-garden. 
If poor Town-ladies ſteal iu bere, you rail, 
Tho” like chaſte Nuns their modeſi Looks they well ; 
With this Decorum, they can bardly gain 
To be thought wirtucus, en in Drury- lane. 
Tho” this you'll not allow, yet ſure you may 
A Plot to ſnap you, in an honeſt way, 


* 


In Lowe A Fairs, one ſcarce would ſpare a Brother : 


All cheat; and married Folks may keep. a Pother, 
But look as if they cheated one another. 
You may pretend, our Sex diſſembles moſt ; 
But of your Truth none have much Cauſe to boaſt : 
You promiſe bravely ; but for all your ſtorming, 
e find you're not ſo valiant at performing. 
Then ſure Camillo's Conduct you'll approve : 
| a Mou d you not do as much for one you love. 
N  HWWedlack's but a blind Bargain at the beſt, . 
You: venture more ſometimes, to be not half ſo bleſt. 
All, ſoon or late, that dangerous Venture make, 
And ſome of you may make a worſe Miſtake. 
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NOREEN 
 Dramatis Perſon. 


M E N. 


Mr. 8 5 

Mr. Griffard, Brother to Mr. Barnard. 

Eraſtus, in bes with Mariamne. 

Dorant, Son to Mr. Barnard, 

Monfeur It Marquis. 

Baron de Meſſy. 

Janno, Couſin to My. Barnard. 
Colin, Servant to My. Barnard. 0 
Charly, à little Boy. 

Servant to Eraſtus. 

Three Gentlemen, Friends to Doran t. 

A Cook, other Servants, &c. 


WOMEN. 
Mre. Barnard. 
Mariamne, ber Daughter. 


Mawkin, Sifter to Janno. 
: 3 Servant to Mariamne. 


The SCENE is laid in Normandy in France.” 


THE 


COUNTRY HOUSE. 
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Enter Eraſtus and his W Liſetta, Mariamne“ 


70 NC E more I tell ye, Sir, if you have any Con- 
; ſideration in the World for her, you muſt be 
gone this Minute. 1 „ 
Er. My dear Liſetta, let me but ſpeak to her, let me 
but ſee her only. | 
Liſ. You may do what you will; but not here, whilft 
you are are in our Houſe. I do believe ſhe's as impatient 
to ſee you, as you can be to ſee her; but | 
Er. But why won't you give us that Satisfaction then? 
Liſ. Becauſe I know the Conſequence; for when you 
once get together, the Devil himſelf is not able to part 
ye; you will ſtay ſo long till you are ſurpris'd, and what 
will become of us then ? | | | 
Serv. Why, then we ſhall be thrown out at the Win- 
dow, I ſuppoſe. | 
Liſ. No, but I ſhall be turn'd out of Doors. 
Er. How unfortunate am I ; theſe Doors are open to all 
the World, and only ſhut to me, 


Ly. : 


' 3 \ 7 Ls IF 8 


- 


Liſ. Becauſe you came for a Wife, and at our Houſe 
wie do not care for People that come for Wives. 
Serv. What wou'd you have us come for, Child ? 


Liſ. Any thing but Wives; been they cannot be put 


off without Portions. 
Serv. Portions! No, no, never talk of Portions; ; m 
Maſter nor I neither don't want Portions; and if he'd fo]. 


er. ” 1 


Liſ. What ſay you? 


Serv. Why, if you'll contrive that my Maſter may r run 
away with your Miſtreſs, I don't much care, faith, if 1 


run away with you. | 
li. Don't you ſo, Rogue s Face ? But I hope to be bet- 
ter provided for. 

Er. Hold your Tongues. But where is Mariamne's 
Brother? He is my Boſom Friend, and wou'd be willing 
to ſerve me. 

Lif. I told you before, that he has been abroad a hunt- 
ing, and we han't ſeen him theſe three Days.; he ſeldom 
lies at home, to avoid his Father's ill Humour; fo that it is 
not your Miſtreſs only that our old covetous Cuff teizes— 
there s nobody in the Family but feels the Effects of his ill 
Humour 
ture to come within his Doors, or eat at his Table——and 
if there be but a Rabbet extraordinary for Dinner, he 
thinks himſelf ruin'd for ever. 

Er. Then I find 7 paſs your Time comfortably i in 


4 this Family. 


Lif. Not ſo bad as you imagine neither, perhaps ; ; for, 
thank Heav'n, we have a Miſtreſs that's as bountiful as he 
is ſtingy, one that will let him ſay what he will, and yet 
does — 
it is certainly he. 

Er. Can't you hide us ſomewhere ? | 

Liſ. Here, here, get you in here as faſt as you can. 
Serv. Tarn me in too. [Putt em into the Cloſet. 
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Jow my Advice, a Regiment of F N ou d not guard 


by his ood Will he wou'd not ſuffer a Crea- 


at ſhe will. But hark, here's ſome body coming eo 


SCENE 
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Enter Mariamne. 


Lif. O, is it you? | 
Mar. So, Liſetta, where have you been? I've been 
looking for ye all oyer the Houſe : Who are thoſe People 
in the Garden with my Mother-in-law ?' I believe my Fa- 
ther won't be very well pleas'd to ſee em there. 8 
Liſ. And here's ſomebody elſe not far off, that I believe 
your Father won't be very well pleaſed with neither. Come, 
Sir, Sir. [Calls.) [Eraſtus and his Servant come 02. ] 
Mar. O Heavens! [C ies out.] T2 IK, 
Liſ. Come, Lovers, I can allow you but a ſhort Bout 
on't this time; you muſt do your Work with a Jerk 
one Whiſper, two Sighs, and a Kiſs; make haſte, I fay, 
and I'll Rand Sentry for ye in the mean time. 
| | [Exit Liſetta. 
Mar. Do you know what you expoſe me to, Eraſtus p 
What do you mean ? | = | 
Er. To die, Madam, ſince you receive me with ſo little 
Pleaſure, | y 
Mar. Conſider what wou'd become of me, if my Fa- 
ther ſhou'd ſee you here, | 5 
Er. What wou'd you have me do? . | 
Mar. F.xpe& with Patience ſome happy Turn of Af- 
fairs; my Mother-in-law is kind and indulgent to a Mi- - 
racle, and her Favour, if well managed, may turn to our 
Advantage; aud cou'd I prevail upon myſelf to declare 
my as to her, I don't doubt but the'd join in our In- 
on lg | 
Er. Well, ſince we've nothing to fear from her, and 
your Brother, you know, is my intimate Friend; you may 
therefore conceal me ſomewhere about the Houſe for a few 
Days. T'll creep into any Hole. | I 
Serv, Ay, but who muſt have the Care of bringing us 
Viftuals > [Alde.] | | 
Er. Thruſt us into the Cellar, or up into the Garret: 
I don't care where it is, ſo that it be but under the ſame 
Roof with you. | | | 
Serv. But I don't ſay fo, for that Jade Liſetta will have 
the feeding of us, and I know what kind of Diet ſhe keeps 
believe we ſhan't be like the Fox in the Fable, ayer 
7 | Bellies 
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Bellies won't be ſo full but we ſhall be able to creep out x 
the ſame Hole we-got in at. 
Er. Muft I then be gone ? Muſt I return to Paris ? 


Enter Liſetta. 


if. Yes, 'that you muſt, und immediately too, fr 
Save? s my Maſter coming in upon ye, | | 


Er. What ſhall I do? 
Liſ. Begone this Minute. 


Mar. Stay in the Village till you hear from me, none of ; 


our Family know that you are in it. 
Er. Shall I ſee you ſometimes ? 
Mar. I han't time to anſwer you now 
Liſ. Make haſte, I fay; are you bewiteh'd ? 
Er. Will you write to me? 
Mar. I will if I ean. 


241 Begone, I fay, is the Devil in you f [Thruffing 
us and his Servant out.) Come e thi way, your Fa- 
ther 's — ſtepping in upen us. LExeunt. 


\ 


SCENE III. 
Enter My. Barnard beating Colin. ö 


Mr. Barn. Rogue! Raſcal l did not I com you} 
Did not I give you my Orders, Sirrah ? 

Col. Why, you gave me Orders to let nobody 1 in ; and 
Madam, here gives me Orders to let every body in 
why the Devil himſelf can't pleaſe you boath, I think. 

Mr. Barn, But, Sirrah, you muſt obey my Orders, not 


hers. 


Col. Why, the Gentlefolks afked for her, they did not 


aſk for you——what do you make ſuch a Noiſe about? 


Mr. Barn. For 'that Reaſon, Sieruh, you ſhou'd not 


have let em in. 


Col. Hold, Sir, I'd rather fee you angry than her, that" 
true; for when you're angry you have only the Devil in 
ye, but when Madam's in a Paſſion the ang the Devil and 


his Dam both in her Belly. 


Mr. Barn. You muſt mind what Liay to you, Sirrah, 


and obe my Orders. | 
Col. Ay, ay, Meuter but let's not quarrel with 


one another——you're always in ſuch a plaguy Humour. 


Mr. Barn, What are theſe People that are juſt _ 
0 


T 


— 
* - 
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Col. Nay, that know not 1 but as'fine Volk they are 
as ever Eye beheld, Heaven bleſs 'tm. 83 

Mr. Barn. Did you hear their Names? 

Col. Noa, noa, but in a Coach they keam all beſmear'd 
with Gould, with fix breave Horſes, the like on em ne'er 
did I ſet Eyes on twou d do a Man's Heart good to 
look on fike fine Beaſt, Meaſter. F 

Mr. Barn. How many Perſons are there? f 

Col. Vour——two as fine Men as ever Woman bore 

and two as dainty Deames as a Man wou d defire to lay his 


Lips to. 


Mr. Barn. And all this Crew ſets up at my Houſe. 

Col. Noa, noa, Meaſter, the Coachman is gone into 
the Village to ſet up his Coach at ſome Inn, for I told 
him our Coach-houte was vull of Vaggots, but he'll bri 
back = {x Horſes, for I told him we had a rear good 
Steable. | | 


Mr. Barn. Did you fo, Rafeal? Did you fo? [Beats 


him.) 5 

Col. Doant, doant, Sir, it wou'd do you good to fee 
ſike Cattle, i faith they look as if they had ne'er kept 
Lent. ES 8 | 

Mr. Barn. Then they ſhall learn Religion at my Houſe 
——Sirrah, do you take care they ſup without Oats to- 


night— What will become of me? Since I bought this 


damn'd Country Houſe, I ſpend more in a Summer than 
wou'd maintain me ſeven Years. | : 
Col. Why, if you do ſpend Money, han't you good - 
things for it? Come they not to fee vou the whole Coun- 
try raund ? Mind how you're belov'd, Meaſter. 
Mr. Barn. Pox take ſuch Love——How now, what do 


you want ? 2 


Euter Liſetta. 


Liſ. Sir, there's ſome Company in the Garden with my 
Miſtreſs, who deſire to ſee you. | | 

Mr. Barn. The Devil take em, what Bufinefs have 
they here ? But who are they ? 

Lif. Why, Sir, there's the fat Abbot that always ſits 
ſo hag at Dinner, and drinks his two Bottles by way of 

et, 

Mr, Barn. IT wiſh his Church was in bis Belly, that his 

Guts might be half full before he came and who Gf 
9 5 Liſ. 
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this fine Company? 


good. . | F; 
Sol. But, Sir, he bade me tell you that he'll bring tv? 
or three of his Brother Officers along with him. 
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_ Liſ. Then there's the young Marquis that won all my 
Lady's Money at Cards, TG 
Mr. Barn. Pox take him too. 


Li. Then there's the merry Lady that always in a good 


Humour. 
Mr. Barn. Very well. 3 
Liſ. Then there's ſhe that threw down all my Lady: 
China Yother Day, and laugh'd at it for a Jeſt. 7 
Mr. Barn. Which I paid above fifty Pounds for in ear. 
neſt. very well, and pray how did Madam receive all 
With a hearty Welcome, and a 
Court'ſy with her Bum down to the Ground, ha. 
Liſ. No indeed, Sir, ſhe was very angry with em. 
Mr. Barn. How, angry with 'em, ſay you? 
Lif. Yes indeed, Sir, for ſhe expected they wou'd have 


ſtaid here a Fortnight, but it ſeems things happen. ſo un- 


luckily that they can't ſtay here above ten Days. 
Mr. Barn. Ten Days! How! what! four Perſons with 

a Coach and fix, and a Kennel of hungry Hounds in Li- 

veries, to live upon me ten Days. [Exit Liletia, 


Enter a Soldier. 


So, what do you want ? \ 
Sel. Sir, I came from your Nephew, Captain Hung). 
Mr. Barn. Well, what does he want? |. 
Sol. He gives his Service to you, Sir, and ſends you 
Word that he'll come and dine with you To-morrow. 
Mr. Barn. Dine with me! no, no, Friend, tell him! 
don't dine at all To-morrow, it is my Faſt-day, my Wife 
died on't. . ; » 
Sol. And he has ſent you here a Pheaſant and a Couple 


of Partridges. 


Mr. Barn. How's that, a Pheaſant and Partridges, f 
you ? let's ſee very fine Birds, truly——iet me 
conſider To- morrow is not my Faſt-day, I miſtook, tell 
my Nephew he ſhall be welcome—Aad d'ye hear? [70 
Colin. ] do you take theſe Fowl and hang them up in 4 
cool Place—and take this Soldier in, and make him drink 


Beer d'ye hear. 
Col. Yes, Sir 


make him drink, d'ye ſee—a Cup, ay, a Cup of ſmall 


Come along; our ſinall Beer is real 


Mr. 
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Mr. Barn. How's that! Officers with him- - here, 
come back take the Fowls again; I don't dine To- 
morrow, and ſo tell him. [Gives him the Baſtet.] Go, 
go. Thruſts him out.] 5 88 | 

$51, Sir, Sir, that won't hinder them from coming, for 
they retir'd a little Diſtance off the Camp, and becauſe 
our Houſe is near em, Sir, they reſolve to come. Fr 
Mr. Barn. Go, begone, Sirrah, [Thrufts him out.] 
There's a Rogue now, that ſends me three lean Carrion 
Birds, and brings half a dozen Varlets to eat them. 


Enter Mr. Griffard. 


Griff. Brother, what is the meaning of theſe Doings ? 
If you don't order your Affairs better, you'll have your 
Fowls taken out of your very Yard, and carried away be- 


fore your Face. 


Mr. Barn. Can I help it, Brother? But what's the 
matter now ? | . , 

Griff. There's a Parcel of Fellows have been hunting 
about your Grounds all this Morning, broke down your 
Hedges, and are now coming into your Houſe——don't 
you hear them ? , "I 

Mr. Barn. No, no, I don't hear them: who are they? 

Griff. Three or four Rake-helly Officers, with your 
Nephew at the Head of m. tas : | 

Mr. Barn. O the Rogue! he might well ſend me Fowls 
but is it not a vexatious thing, that I muſt ſtand till 
and fee myſelf plunder'd at this Rate, and have a Carrion 
of a Wife who thinks I ought to thank all theſe Rogues 
that come to devour me! but can't you adviſe me what's 
to be done in this Caſe ? TY 

Griff. I with J cou'd, for it goes to my Heart to ſee you 
thus treated by a Crew of Vermin, who think they do you 
a great deal of Honour in ruining of you. © © 

Mr. Barn. Can there be no Way found to redreſs this? 
Griff. If I were you, I'd leave this Houſe quite, and go 
to Town. | | 

Mr. Barn. What, and leave my Wife behind me ? ay 
that wou'd be mending the matter indeed ! 

Griff. Why don't you ſell it then? ? | | 

Mr. Barn. Becaufe nobody will buy it; it has got as bad 
a Name as if the Plague were in't; it has been fold over 
and over, and every Family that has liv'd in it has been 


Griff. 


ruin'd, 


— 


yours is a little Paradiſe ? 
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6 Then ſend away all, your Beds and Furn 

Mc Pals is:abſolutely. neceſſary for your own nin, 

u'll. fave ſomething by that, for then your Gueſts Pay 
Hay with you all Night, however. 

r. Barn. I've try'd that already, and it fienified no- 
thing— For they all got drunk and lay in the Barn, and 
next Morning laugh'd it off for a Froliek. 

. Griff, Then there is but one . left that 10 can 
think be”. - 

Mr. Barn. What's that? 
Griff. You muſt e en do what's done when a Town's 

on fire, blow up your Houſe. that the Miſchief may run no 
farther——But who is this Gentleman ? 

Mr. Bars. I never faw him in my Life before, but for 
all that, 1l hold "Ys Found he comes to dine with me, 


Enter the Marquis. 


. My dear Mr. Barnard, I am your, moſt humble : 
Servant. \ 

Mr. Barn. I don' t doubt it, Sir. 

Marg. What is the Meaning of this, Mr, Barnard ? 
You look as coldly upon me as if I were a Strapger. _ 

Mr. Barn. Why. truly, Sir, I'm very apt 0 q fo 
Perſons I never ſaw in my Life before. 

Marg. You. muſt know, Mr. Barnard, I'm come on { 
purpoſe to drink a Bottle with you. 

Mr. Barn. That may be, Sir but. it happens that at. m 
this Time.I am-not at all dry. | 

Marg. I left the Ladies at Cards waiting for Supper; m 
for my Part, I never play; ſo I came to ſee my dear Mr. th 
Barnard ; and I'll aſſure you, J undertook. this Journey WF 
only to have the Honour of your Acquaintance. 
or Mr. Barn. 87 might have ſpar' d yourſelf that Trou- 

E, Sir. 
Marg. Don't 1 know, Mr. Barnard, that this Hou 


Mr. Barn. Then rot me if it be, Sir. 
" Marg. For my Part, I think a pretty Rue in the 
Country is one of the greateſt Comforts in Life; I ſuppole 
you, never want good Company, Mr. Barnard 2 
Mr. Barn. No, Sir, I never want Company; for you 
muſt know I love very much to be alone. 5 

| . 


THE COUNTRY HOUSE ugg 


79. Good: Wine you muſt keep above all things, 
2 good Wine and goed Cheer I wou'd not give 
Fig for the Country. FL 5 he | 

Mr. Barn. Really, Sir, my Wine is the werſt-you'ever- 
drank in your Life, and you'll find my Cheer but very in- 

different. - Babe | N 

Marg. No matter, no matter, Mr. Barnard; I've hend 
much of your Hoſpitality, there's a- plentiful Table u 


your Looks——and'your Wife is certainly one of the beſt 


Women in the World. | 
Mr. Barn. Rot me if ſhe be, Sir. 


Enter Colin. 


Col. Sir, Sir, yonder's the Baron de Meſſy bas loft his 
Hawk in our Garden; he ſays it is pearch'd upon one of 
the Trees; may we let him have'n again, Sir? 

Mr. Barn. Go tell him, that a 
Col. Nay, you may tell him yourſelf, for here he 


comes. 
s N E Mꝛ 
Enter the Baron de Meſſy. 


Sir, I'm your moſt humble Servant, and aſk you a thou- 
ſand Pardons that I ſhould live fo long in your Neighbour- 
hood, and come upon ſuch an Occaſion as this to pay you 
it my firſt Reſpects. | | ' | 

Mr. Barn. It is very well, Sir; but I think People 
rx — be very good Neighbours without viſiting one ano- 

„ | 1 
2 Baron. Pray how do you like our Country? 
l Mr. Barn. Not at all, I'm quite tir'd on't. 


wa Marg. Is it not the Baron? [ A/ide.] it is certainly he. 5 


Baron, How; my dear Marquis! let me embrace you. 
aſe Marg. My deur Baron, let me kiſs you. [J hey run 
ad embrace. | g e 
3 Baron. We have not ſeen one another ſince we were 
che School-fellows, before. | 
ole Marg. The happieſt Rencontre! 

Griff Theſe Gentlemen ſeem to be very well -c- 
" quainted. | 


them, 


Marg. 


Mr. Barn, Yes, but I know neither one nor tother of 
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Marg. Baron, let me preſent to you one of the belt. 
— Shen in TO 3 Barnard here, the Flower 

of Hoſpitali I congratulate you upon having {1 
nr, 5 ves N "CIR 
Mr. Barn. Sir? 4 5s 

Baron. It is an advantage I am proud of. 
Mr. Barn. Sir way | 4 
Marg. Come, Gentlemen, you muſt be very intimate; 
let me have the Honour of bringing you better ac- 
quainted. 8 fa 
ar. Bays, Sir l _ | 5 La 
Baron. Dear Marquis, I ſhall take it as a Favour, if 
you'll do me that Honour. 
Mr. Barn. Sir! | | | 
Marg. With all my Hear. Come, Baron, now you 
are here we can make up the moſt agreeable Company in 
the Worl Faith you ſhall ſtay and paſs a few Days 


with us. 8 | 
Mr. Barn. Methinks now, this Son of a Whore does 


the Honour of my Houſe to a Miracle. ; . 
Baron. I don't know what to ſay, but I ſhou'd be very 
n.. 

Marg. Faith, I can't. | 

Baron. Dear Marquis. 1 2 1 

Marg. Egad I won't. 1 

Baron. Well, ſince it muſt be ſo — But here comes 


the Lady of the Family. 


” . 


Enter Mrs. Barnard. | 
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Marg. Madam, let me preſent you to the Flower of 
France. - - © 1 9 8 1 NS NESS 
Baron. Madam, I ſhall think myſelf the happieſt Per- 
ſon in the World in your Ladyſhip's Acquaintance; and 
the little Eſtate I have in is Country I eiteem more than 

all the reſt, becauſe it lies ſo near your Ladyſhip. 

Mrs. Barn. Sir, your moſt humble Servant. | 
Marg. Madam, the Baron de Meſjy is the beſt hu- 
mour'd Man in the World. I've prevaihd with him to 
give us his Company a few Days. 5 | 


Mrs. Barn. I'm ſure you could not oblige Mr. Barnard 


nor me more. | AN 
Mr. Bare. That's a damn'd Lye, I'm fure;> [ A/ie.] 
| | | Haren. 


es 


mediately- 


long as you pleaſe; T'm in no haſte 
Baron and Marquis.] 


5 World, only a little too ceremonious, that's all 


| a La * ? 


Poultry you have of your own; Wi 
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"Baron. Fm _ Madam, I can't accept of the Ho- 
nour——for it falls out fo unluckily, that I've ſome La- 


dies at my Houſe that I can't poſſibly leave. 


Marg. No matter, no matter, Baron; you have Ladies 
at your Houſe, we have Ladies at our Houſe——let's join 


Companies come, let's ſend for them ner: ; 
the more the merrier. 


Mr. Barn. An admirable Expedient, truly 
Baron. Well, ſince it muſt be ſo, Pr 1 go. for them my- 
ſelf. 
Marg. Make haſte, dear Barony for we ſhall be impa- 
tient for your Return. 
Baron. Madam, your moſt humble Servant But 1 
won't take my Leave of you I ſhall be back again im- 
Monſieur Barnard, I'm your moſt humble 
Servant ; fince you will have it ſo, I. return as ſoon as 


poſſible. 


Mr. Barn. T have it ſo! bud, Sie, you may ſtay as 
or ye”  [Exeunt 


Mr. Barn. Madam, you are the Cauſe that 1 am not 
Matter of my own Houſe. 


Mrs. Bars. Will 0! never lea . be reaſonable, 


Huſband ? 


| The Merqui returns. | 
Marg. The Baron is the beſt humour'd Man in the 


L love 
to be free and generous ſince I came to Paris I've re- 
form'd half the Court. 


Mrs. Barn. You are of the moſt agreeable Humour in 


the ee Marquis. 


. Always ay what bugs 70 5 done with 


2 Barn. I left them at Cards, if Fu 
Well, Fll wait upon nary Madam, let 


me 7 you not to put yourſelf to any extraordinary Ex- 


pence upon our Aceounts Fou muſt conſider we 
hare more than one Day to live together. 


Mrs. Barn. Vou are pleaſed to be merry, Marquis. 
Marg. Treat us without — good Wine and 
d Fowl and Fiſh are 
brought to your Door——You need not ſend abroad for 
any thing but a piece of Butcher's Meat, or ſo. Let 


us have no Extraordinaries. * [Exit. 
Vol. II. | G h | Mr. 
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Me. Bara, If I bad ine feeding of you, 4 T hunk 
bolt ſhould be your. Supper. * 


Mrs. Barn. Huſband, will-you-never change your Hy. | 


»mour ? If you go on at this Rate, it will be — ta 
kve with ye. 


Mr. Barn. Very ue z bor in a little time I fall have ne. 


thing to. live upon. 


9 Bara. Do you know what a ridiculous Figure you 
make? 
Mr. Barn. You'll make a great deal worſe, when you 


 haw't Money eneugh ta pay for the waſhing of your 


Shifts. 

Mrs. Bara. It ſeems you married me only to difhonour 
me; how horrihle this is 

Mr. Bars. I tell ye, you'll ruin me. Do you know: 


| oy much Money you. ſpend an a Year? 


Mrs. 3 Not I truly, I don” t underſtand Arth- 
Mr. Bare. Arithmetick, O Lud f © Lud! Js it ſo hatd 


; ia comprehend, that he who -receives bat- Linpunce' and 


ends a Shilling, muſt be ruin'd in the End ; 

Mrs. Barn. I never troubled my Head with A bcompts, 
Bor never will 3 but if you did but know what zb 
Things the World ſays of ye 

Mr. Barn. Rot the World- 
when I'm in a Jail. 

Mrs. Barn. A very Chriſtian libs Saying, truly. 

Mr. Berk: Don't tet me df Chriftrati—<<Adfbud, TI 


Twill ſay worſe of me 


um. Jew, and 110 Se . e my OTE RES Hot 
eirctunciſed. f 


Li Madam, u there's the Dutcheks of: — Joſt 


: Fell down near our Door, her Coach was overtorin'd. 


Mrs. Barn. I hope hef Grare has received ud Hunt. 
Li No, Madam but her Coach is broke. / 4 
Mr. Barn. Then there's a Smithan oma tend 
Liſe They ay, > RAPE, rg two or da Days to fit it 
up again. 
5 Barr. Inn glad on't with all my Heart, fer tho 
A ſhall enjoy the Pte her WAY yadd FRY: 
Mr. . « Vety no Baus this len, feverdh: 


4 


. 


— 
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1 
Enter Mr. Barnard. 


EAVEN be now my Comfort, for my Houſe is 


Hell: {Starts.] Who's there, what do you want? 
who are you? HE i | 


Enter a Servant with a Portmanteat. 


Serv. Sir, here's your Couſin anno and Coufin Maws- 


kin come from Paris. | | 
Mr. Faru. What a Plague do they want? 


Enter Jano leading in Mawkin. 


Fan, Come, Siſter, come along——O here's Confſin 
Barnard - Couſin Barnard, your Servant Here's 
my Siſter Mawwken and I are come to ſee you. 

Mawk. Ay, Couſin, here's Brother Janne and I are 
come from Paris to ſee you : Pray how does Couſin Ma- 
riamne do . a 

Jan. My Siſter and I waunt well at Paris; ſo my Fa- 


ther (ent us here for two or three Weeks to take a little 


Country Air. 


Mr. Barn. You cou'd not come to a worſe Place ; for 


this is the worſt Air in the whole County. a 
Hawk. Nay, I'm ſure, my Father ſays it is the beſt. 


worſt. 


Fortnight's time you ſhall ſee how I'ILlay about me, 
Mr. Barn. I don't at all doubt it. | 
Maaul. Father wou'd- have ſent ſiſtar Ftp and little Bre- 

ther Humphrey, but the Calaſh wou'd-not hold us all, and 

ſo they don't come till To-morrow with Mother. | 
Jan. Come, Siſter, let's put vp our Things in ou 
Chamber; and after you have waſh'd my Face, and put 


| 2 * a Clean Neckcloth, we'll go in and ſee how our Cou- 
Marul. Ay, come along, we'll go and ſee Couſin Ma- 


G2 | Jan. 


Mr. Barn. Your Father's a Fool; I tell ye, tis the 


Jan. Nay, Couſin, I fancy you're miſtaken how ; for l 
begin to find my Stomach come to me already; mu 
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Jan. Couſin, we ſhan't give you much Trouble; one 

* ſerve us; for Siſter Maavlłin and I always lie to. 
et 

* Mawhk. But, Couſin; Mother prays you that you d or- 

der a little Cock-broth for Brother Janno and 1,.to be 

got ready as ſoon as may be. 

Jan. Ay, a propos, Couſin Barnard, that's true; 
Mother deſires, that we may bave ſome Cock-broth to 
drink two or three times a-day between Meals, for my 
Siſter and Lare ſick Folks. 
' Mawk. And fome young Chickens too, the Doftor 


_ Faid, wou'd bring us to our Stomachs very ſoon, 


Jan. You fib now, Sifter, it waunt young Oban, - 
ſo it waunt, it was plump Partgidges ſure, the Doctor ſaid 


Mawk. Ay, fo it was Brother, —Come, let's go in, 
' Fan. Ay, come along, Siſter——Couſin-Barnard, don't 
forget the Cock-broth. [Exeunt Janno and Mawhkin, 

Mr. Barn. What the Devil does all this mean Mo- 
ther, and Siſter Flip, and little Brother _ hrey, and 
Chickens, and Rartridges, and Cock- broth, Fire rom 
Hall to dreſs * em all. \ e 


SCENE II. 9 


Enter Colin. 


0 Maier, O Nienber-WVou'll net chide To- 


day, as you are uſen to do, no marry will you not; ſee 


now what it is to be wiſer than one's Meaſter. 

Mr. Barn. What would this Fool have? | 

Col. Why Thanks, and Money to- _ and Folk were 
grateful. 

Mr. Barn. What's the Matter? 

Col. Why the Matter is, if you have good flows of Com- 

in your Houſe, you have good ſtore of Meat to put 

in any in, Bellics. | | 

Mr. Barn. How fo ? haw * ? | 

Col. Why, a large and ſteately Stag, with A pair 57 
Horns on his Head, Heavens bleſs you, your Worſhip 


might be ſeen fo wear *em, comes towards our Geat 


puffing and blowing like a Cow in hard Labour 

Now ſays I to myſelf, ſays I, if my Meaſter refuſe to let 

this fine Youth come in, Why then he”; s F ol d'ye ſee—— 
80 
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So J opens him the Geat, pulls off. my Hat with both 
my Honds, and faid, you're welcome, kind Sir, to our 
Houle. 

Mr. Barn. Well, well! | 

Col. Well, well, ay, and ſo it 'is well, as Re ſhall - 
ſtraightway find So in he trots, and makes directly to- 
wards our Barn, and goes bounce, bounce, againſt the 
Door, as boldly as. if he had been Meaſter ont he 
turns en about and thawcks'n down in the Stra, as who 
- wow d Tay, here will I lay me till To-morrow Morning 
But he had no Fool to deal with For to the Kitchen 
goes I,, and takes me down a M luſquet, and with a Breace 


of Balls, I hits'n ſuch a * in the Feace, that he ne'er 


Have 1 done well or no 


ſpoke a Word more to me 


Meaſter? 
Mr. Barn. Yes, you have done very well for once-: 


Col. But this was not all, for a Parcel of Dogs came 


yelping after their Companion, as I ſappole ; ſo-I goes to 


the back Yard- door, and as many as came by, Shu, ſays 


I, and drove 'em into the Gearden, ſo there they are as 
ſafe as in a Pawnd ha, ha but I can but think 
what a Power of 'Paſties we ſhall have at our Houſe, ha, 
ha. ” [ Ex3? Colin, 


Mr. Barn. I ſee Provid-nee takes ſome Care ci me 
this cou'd never have happen'd in a better Tiuie. __ 


S C E. N E III. 
Euler Cook. 


Cook. Sir, Sir, in the Name of Wonder, a do you” 
mean? is it by your Orders that all thoſe Dogs were ler 
into the Garden? 

Mr. Barn. How! 


| Cook. 1 believe there's Forty or Fifty Dogs rearing} up | 


the Lettuce and Cabbage by the Root, I helteve before 
they have done, they'll] root up the whole Garden. 

Mr. Barn. This is that Rogue's doing. 

Co0k. This was not all, Sir, for three or four of 'em 
came into the Kitchen, 55 tore half the Meat off the 
Spit that was for your Worſhip's Supper. 

Mr. Barn. The very Dogs plague me. 

Cook. And then there's a Crew of hungry Voctifien 
ws Ronny a Wo oo Dogs left, ſo that there's not a Bit 
cit tor your Worlhip's Su r, not a Sera „ not one 
Morſel, 7. 88 (Exit Cook: 


3 


S. 
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Mr. Barn. Sure I ſhall hit on ſome way to et rid of 


this Crew. 


SCENE Iv. 


Enter Colin. 


cal. Sir, Sir, here's the Devil to do without yonder; ; 
___ @ parcel of Fellows ſwear they'll have our Veniſon, and 
- &blead I ſwear they ſhall have none on't, ſo ſtand to your 
10 55 Meaſter. 
- Barn. Ay, you've done finely, Rogue, Raſcal, 
have ou not? {Beating him.) | 
„ *Sblead, I fay they ſhan't have our Veniſon. Il 


a0 before I'll part with it. [ Exit. 
. Enter Griffard. 
crif. Brother, there's ſome Gentlemen within alk for 


ou. 
Mr. Barn. What Gentlemen? Who are they? 
Griff. The Gentlemen that have been hunting all this 
| Morning, they're now gone up to your Wife — 

Mr. Barn. The Devil go with em. 

Griff. There's but one Wa ay to get rid of this Plague, 
and that is, as I told you before, to ſet your Houſe on 
Fire. 

7 Mr. Barn. That's doing myſelf an Injury, not them. 

Griff. There's Dogs, Horſes, Matters and Servants, 
all intend to ſtay here "till To-morrow Morning, that they 
may be near the Woods to hunt the earlier —beſides (I 
over-heard them) they're in a kind of Plot againſt 428 

Mr. Bara. What did they ſay ? 

Sri. You'll be angry it I ſhould tell ye. 

Mr. Barn. Can I be more angry than I am ? | 

Grit. They ſaid then, that it was the greateſt Pleaſure 
in the World to ruin an old Lawyer in tlie Country, who 

> had got an Eſtate by ruining honeſt People in Town. 
. Mr. Barn. Theie's Rogues for ye! | 
Grit. I'm miſtaken if they! don't play you ſome Trick 
Fane 
. Barn, Hold, let me conſider. 
. What are you doing ? 
1. Barn. I'm Conceiving, I ſhall Bring forth preſently 


cb, I have it, it comes from 3 Wit was (8 
Father, 


— 


* N 2 4 
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Father, and Invention its Mother ; ir I had thought: on't- 


ſooner, I ſhou'd have been 
"Griff. What is it?. pr. 


Mr. Barn. Come, come along. 1 ar, von ter 
me to put it in W | 
8 C 2 N B Ve 
Enter Liſetta: 


Ti Sir, my Miſtreſs defires you to walk up, ſhe ig 


not able, by herſelf,” to pay the Civilities dye to fo. much | 
good Company. 


Mr. Barn. O the Carrion ! What does the play her Teſts 
upon me too? 


1 
Liſ. What walt I tell her, Sir, ll you come? 


Mr. Barn. Ves, yes, tell her T'} come with a Pox to 


her. : [ Exzeunt. Mr. Barnard and Griffard . 


Liſ. Nay, I don't wonder he fhou'd be 6 de 


try his Patience, that's the Truth PR: : 
s E * K VL 
Enter Mariamne. 
What, Madam, band you left your Mother and the Com- 
pany 


Mar. So much Titile Tattle makes my Head ache; 1 
don t wonder my Father ſhould not love the Country, for 


beides the Expence * 8 any he never enjoys a Minute? 9 


Auet. 


Lil. But let s talk of jour own Affairs —have you writ. 
to your Lover? 
Mar. No, for I have not had Time Gnce I faw him. 

Lif. Now you have Time then, about it immediately, 
for he's a ſort of a deſperate Spark, and abody does pot - 
know what he may do, if he thou'd not bear from you. 3 


defides you promis'd him, and you muft behave w 


like a Woman of Honour, and keep your . 


Mar. I'll about it Warn Th 


— G 4 8 Enter 


but mum, he laughs belt that hughs : 
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Enter Charley. | 


- Char. Couſin, Couſin, Couſin, where are you going! 
Come back, I have ſomething to ſay to youG. + 

Liſ. What does this troubleſome Boy want? 

Char. What's that to you what I want? perhaps I haye 
ſomething to ſay to her that will make her laugh Why 
ſure ! what need you care ? | | 
Mar. Don't ſnub my Couſin Charley——well, what is't? 

Char. Who do you think I met, as I was coming here, 
but that handſome Gentleman I've ſeen at Church ogle 
you like any Devil! | 8 

Mar. Huſh, ſoftly, Couſin. 


OY 4 


_ Lif. Not a Word of that for your Life. 3 
(bar. O, I know, I ſhou d not ſpeak on't before Folks; 
you know I made Signs to. you above, that I wanted to 
ſpeak to you in private, didn't I, Couſin ? | 
Mar. Yes, yes, I ſaw you. | 


Char; You ſeè I can keep a Secret. I am no G il, 


mun I believe I cou'd tell ye Fifty, and Fifty to 
that, of my Siſter Cicely- O ſhe's the Devil of a Oi 


— but ſhe gives me Money and Sugar-plumbs | 
and thoſe that are k ind to me fare the better for it, you ſee, 
Couſin. 5 
Mar. I always ſaĩd my Couſin Charly was a good - na- 

turd Boy. | | | at f 
I. ij. Well, and did he know you ? 
Claw Yes, I think he did know me ſor he took me 
in his Arms, and did ſo hug me and kiſs me between you 
-rd me, Couſin, I believe he is one of the beſt Friends I 1 
have in the World. 5 | e 
Mar. Well, but what did he ſay to you? | 
Char. Why, he aſk'd me where I was going; I told 
him I was coming to ſee you; you're a lying young Rogue, 
ſays he, I'm ſure you dare not go ſee your Couſin — for 
you muſt know my Sifter was with me,, and it ſeems he 
_ "took her for a Crack, and I being a forward Boy, be fan- 
cied I was going to make Love to her under a Hedge, ha, 
Hh 3 bo #1 £ 8 l 3 3 4 2 n 0 : 


* 1 
r OTIS 1 
Char. So he offer'd to lay me a Lewis d'Or that I was 

not coming to you; ſo, done, ſays I Done, ſays he, 
and ſo *twas a Bett, you know. 1 
Mar. Certainly, | . Ria 


Chart. 


a Lewis d'Or. I'm ſure you will: 
young Woman, and may go without Danger — Well, 


be'll be 8 with em for all this, ha, ha, ha 


* 2 — a 
— 
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Char. $0-my Siſter's Honour being concern'd, and hav- 
ing a mind to win his Lewis d'Or, d ye ſee I bid him 
follow me, that he might ſee whether I came in or no 
but he ſaid he'd wait for me at the little Garden Gate that 
opens into the F ields, and if I wou'd come thro! the Houſe 
and meet him there, he nod d know by on whether I had 
been in or no. 

Mar. Very well. | 

Char. So I went there, open'd the Gate, and let him 
in 

Mar. What then? 

Cbar. Why, then he paid me the Lewis * that's 
all, 

Mar. Why, that was honeſtly done. 

Char, And then he talk'd-to_ me of you, and faid you 
had the charmingeſt Bubbies, and every time he named em, 
Ha! ſays he, as if he had been ſipping hot Tea. 

Mar. But was this all!? ö 

Char. No, for he had a mind, you muſt know, to win 
his Lewis d'Or back again; ſo he: laid me another, that 


1 dare not come back, and tell you that he was there; · ſo 


Couſin, Fhope you won't let me loſe, for if you don't | 


' g0 to him and tell him that I've won, he won't pay me. 


Mar. What, wou'd you have me go and {peak to a 


Man? 


Char. Not for. apy Harm, but to win your poor Couſin 
for you're a modeſt - 


Couſin, .I'lI- ſwear you look very handſome T o. day, and 


have the prettieſt Bubbies there; do let me feel em, -T 1 
ſwear you muſt. 


Mar. What does the young Rogue mean ?-I ſxear 1 * 


| haye you whipt.. Leun: N and Mariamne. | 


1 
14 


| |; Enter 8 5 | 
Col. Ha, ha, ha- our old as $-4 Wag efaith, 


iſ. What's the matter? What does the Fool laugh. at ? 

Col. W an't in our Houſe How, e we're in an 

m: ha, ha!! ef | 

155 How i in an Ton 75 | 

Col. Yes, in an Inn, my Meaſter has gotten an- aa | 
1 Sword, and hung it tia at our wi and writ under- 
| 4 #4 neath 


— 
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Heath with a Piece of Charcoal with his own fair Hand, 
* mY Sword 1 Entertainment for Man and Horſe : 


7 What Whim is this ? 


has, bent the Sevend. „ ha, Ez! 
Lif. I'll go tell my Miſtreſs of her Fath 1er s Extrava- 
gance. * Liſerta, 


S C E N E VU, | 
1 Mr. Barnard and Griffard, 


Mr. Barn. Ha, ha! yes J think this will dd. Sirrab, 
tale, you may now let in all the World; the more the 
better. | 

Calin. Yes, Sir——— Odsfleſh ! we ſhall break all the hs 

In the Country For we have a brave handſome Land- 


; Jody; and a curious young Laſs to her Daughter 0, 


. comes my young Meaſter We'll make him Chan 
berin hay ham * | 


Enter Dorant. \ 


AI. Bars. What 8 the matter, Son ? How comes Rn 
* are all alone? You uſed to do me the Favour to bring 
Tome of your Friends along with ye. | 

Dar. Fir, there are {ome of em coming; I only rid be- 
fore, to beg you to give em a favourable Reception. 

Mr am. Ay, why not? It is both for your Honour 
"ns mine; Fou mall Maſter . 

Dor. Sir, we have now an Opportunity of making al 

« the Gentlemen in the Country our Friends. 

Mr. Barn. I'm ER on t with all my Heart; pray how 
6: ? 

Daor. There's an eld Quarrel Quarrel to de made up between two 
Families, and all the Con any are to meet at our Houſe, 
Mr. Barn. Ay, with u e n Arran 


me Quarrele 


Dor. O, Sir, a very ancient nl; it happened be- 
; tween their Great ery fathers Quan a Duck. 
Mr. Barn. A Quart of Conſequence * 
Dor. And twilf be a great Montur 20 xs, s thout} 
de IG at our Houle, 


THE COUNTAY nove. 8 


Mr. Barn. W ee 5 4 * 
Dar. Dear Sir, aſtoniſh me wi Goodoek . 
how ſhall I expreſs © this pn ae ? 4 was TG bs, 
you wou'd not like it. | 
Mr. Bare. Why @? 

Dor, I th Sir, 2 did not e care « ihe the 8 . 
Mr. Barn. G Lord, I am the moſt alter'd/Man in the 
World from what I was, I'm quite another . mun a5 | 

but how many are there of em E | 
Dor. Not above nine or ten of a fide; Str. 5362 Nog 
Mr. Baru. O, we ſhall diſpoſe of them eaſily enough. 
Der, Some of em will be here preſently, the reſt I don't 
& till To-morrow Rawls 2 
Mr. Barn. I hope they're ons UI Fel- 
„ lows, that love * eat and G e 5 j I 


* = F Dor. The merrieſt, beſt-natur d creatures in the Wend, 
. ir. 

8 Mr. Barn. I'm:yery mal an er 4s och Men I want! 
J Come, Brother, you and * and Prepare for their 


1 Reception, 1 Mr. ard aud bis 21 6 
« Dor. Bleſs me; what an Alteration 3s here! How my 
Father's Temper is chang: within thels. ban or 0 
voor ! Do you. og of it? © | 
Cel. Why the! cning t is, ha, 3 8 
7255 Can you oy * Gui of wy Rely © Chaps 
aye * - „ t 
Ga, Why the Cauſz on' t is, h. 1 | 
Dor. What do you laugh at E595 35 yon Gals. 
Col. Ha—Becauſs the old 2 5 8a e a 


all. - 
Dor. Sirrah, if x take the Cud MAGS 
Col. Nay, Sir, . don't Eggs s v0. _ : 


Mater ee Is: 


1 114 414 | 11 oy: n 1 


WE c. * 1E. bn, 
6 5 I Enter Ares Gentlemen. - 


Dor. Gentlemen, 3 a to o pra be * 
| that theſe Gentlemens Horſes are taken 0 vio! 


1 Gen. A. very fine Dwelling tis. 9 
Dor. Ves, the Houſe is tolerable; e 
2 Gen. Anda defy fine Lee. 


Der, r Land ” eos. 


* v4, 


bi . 
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3 Gen. This Houſe ought to have been mine, the my 
Grandfather ſold it to his Father, from whom your Father 
| pwrchaſeT Nt 
Dor. Yes, the Houſe has gone thro? a great many Hands, 
I Lon A * there has aways born 8 Houle -keep- 
ing in ; 
2. Der. "And T hope there ever will 


Tia W321 


"Enter Mr. Barnard, and Griffard, drefl lite Drawers, 


Mr. Bare. Gentlemen, do you call? will you pleaſe to 
fee a Room, Gentlemen? ſome body take off the Gentle- 
mens Boots there. 

Dor. Father! Uncle! yhat i is the Meaning of this? 
Mr. Barn. Here, thow.'a Room——or will you late Y 
to walk into the Kitchen firſt, Gentlemen, and ſee what 
Fou like for Dinner. | 
" x Gen, Make no Preparations, Sir, your own Dinner is 
ſufficient. 

Mr. Barn. Very well, I underſtand ye; let's ſee, how 
many are there of ye? [Te ells em.] One, Two, Three, 
Four: well, Selben, 'tis but half a Crown a- piece 
for yourſelves, and Sin- pence a-head for your Servants; 

your Dinner. ſhall be ready in balf an Rock, here, ſhew 
The Ger tlemen into the Apollo. 

2 Gen, What, Sir, does your, Father keep an di 

Mr. Barn. The "Sevord Royal ; at your Service, Sir. 

Dor. But, Father, let me ſpeak to you . would you dif- 

ce me? _ 

Mr. Barn. My Wine is very good, Gentlemen but 
OM? plain with ye, it is dear. # 

or. 0, 1 ſhall run diſtracted. 1175 : 

"Mr. Barn. You ſeem not to like my „ Houſe; Ga 
you may try all the Inns in the County, and not be bet - 
ter entertained ; but Lown my Bills run high. 

Dor. Gentlemen, et me by the Favour of ye. 

1 Gen. Ay, my young Squire of the nnn vou 
ſhall receive ſome Favours. from us. 

Dor. Dear Monſieur 1 Garantiere. 


1 Gen. Heze, my . 7 n al” 
Dor. Monhebr Ja Roſe. © piper laces nts a 
2 Gent. Damn ye, ps Bri 291 * 

Dor. Monſieur 776 Go 15 5 
2 Gent. Ge to the 10 T tee cue 


Bor. O, I'm diſgrac'd . 
Mr. Barn, Now, * this will teach you bow t6 live 
ors 


THE COUNTRY HOUSE. „ 


Hor. Your Son? I deny the Kindred ; I'm the Son of 
a Whore, and I'll burn your Houle about your Ears, you 
old Rogue you. [Exit * 


Mr. Barn. Ha, ba 
Griff. The young Gentleman's in a Paſſion. | 
Mr. Barn. They're all gone, for all that, and the THe 

Royal's the beſt General in Chriſtendom. 


© Enter Eraſtus's Servant talking avith Liſetta. 


Liſ. What, that tall Gentleman I ſaw in the Garden 
with ye? 
Serv. The fame, he's war Maſter's Uncle, and Ranger 
. of the King's Foreſts — He intends to leave my Maſter 
all he has. 
Mr. Barn. Don't I hw this remit ? What, is his 
Maſter here ? What do you do here, Raſcal ? 
g Serv. I was aſking g muſt be my Maſter's Cham- 
er, 
Mr. Barn. Where i is your Maſter ? f 
Serv. Above Stairs with your Wife and Daughter; and 
| Lo to know where he's to lie, a 1 ** put up his 
ings. | 
Me j Barn. Do you ſo, Raſcal? 


Serv. A. very handſome Inn this—Here,/ Drawer, 


fetch me a Pint of Wine. 
Mr. Barn. Take that, Raſcal, do you banter us? 
[Kicks bim as 


Enter Mrs. Barnard. 


Mrs. Barn. What is the Meaning of this, Huſband ? 


Are not you aſhamed to turn your Houſe into an Inn 
and is this a Dreſs for my Spouſe, and a Man of your 
Character? 
Mr. Barn. I'd rather wear this Dreſs than be ruin'd. 
Mrs. Barn. You're nearer being ſo than you imagine; 


for there are ſome Perſons within, who have it in their 


Power to puniſh you for your ridiculous Folly. 


Enter Eraſtus, leading in Mariamne. 


Ms Barn. How, Sir, what means this ? who ſent you 
re ? 


Fra. 


— 
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— — 
P % ' 


——— — 
—— 
F — = 
* 


158 THE COUNTRY HOUSE. 


Era. It was the luckieſt Star in your Firmament that ſent 


me here. 
Mr. Barn. Then I doubt, at my Birth, the Plapers 


were but in a ſcurvy Diſpoſition. 

Era. Killing one of the King's Stags, that run hither 
for Refuge, is enough to overturn a Fortune much better 
eſtabliſh'd than yours However, Sir, if you will 
conſent to give me your Daughter, for her * Till bear 


you harmleſs. 
Mr. Barn. No, Sir; no Man ſhall bare my Daughter, 


chat won't take m my Houſe too, 


Era. Sir, I will take your Houſe; pay you the full Va- 
lne of it, and you ſhall remain as much Maſter of it as 
ever. 

Mr. Barn. No, Sir, that won't do naler 3 you mot 
be Maſter yourſelf, and from this Minute N to by 
the Honours of it in your own Perſon. . | 


Era. Sir, I readily conſent. 


Mr. Barn. Upon that Condition, +5 in 3 to get 
rid of my Houſe, here, take my er now, 
Sir, if you think you've a hard Bargain, I'don't care if 1 
toſs you in any Wife WT FEES. 


ell, then fince all Thing thus are fairly ſped, * 


h Son in Anger, . | 
My Houſe 7. oe 4 6 dof, ih 725 die 2% 5 riſes 92 
I wow may hope Life, © 1 


If I can part ith my Engaging pe 
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ACT hk &CEMEL 
SCENE, Uncle Richard's Houſe. | 
Uncle Richard ſolus. 


F HAT prudent Cares does. this deep foreſeeing 
Nation take, for the Support of its worſhipful Fa- 

milies ! In order to which, and that they may not fail to 
be always ſignificant and uſeful in their Country, it is a 
ſettied Foundation - point that every Child that is born, ſhall 
be a Beggar———Exeept one; and that he———ſhall 
de a Fook, My Grandfather was bred a Fool, as the 
Country report; my Father was a Fool ———as my Mo- 
ther us'd to ſay; my Brother was a Fool, to my own 
Knowledge, tho' a great Juſtice of the Peace; and he has 
lett a Son, that will make his Son a Fool, or I am miſta- 
ken. The Lad is now fourteen Years old, and but juſt 
out of his Pfalter. As to his honour'd Father, my much 
eſteem'd Nephew, here I have him. [She ꝛuing a Letter.] 
In this: profound Epiſtle (wich J have juſt now received) 
there is the Top and Bottom of him. Forty Years and 
two is the Age of him; in which it is computed by his 
Butler, his own Perſon. has drank two and thirty Ton of 
Ale. The reſt of his Time has been employ'd in perſe- 
cuting the poor foureleg'd Creatures round, that wou'd 
but run away faſt enough from him,. to give him the 
high-mettled Plealure of running after them. In this _ 
„ - ble 
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'< 


awith bis Stick.] 1 . 
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ble Employ, he has broke his right Arm, his left Leg, 


and bath his Collar-bones-———— Once he broke his Neck, 


but that did him no harm: A. nimble Hedge-leaper,. 2 
Brother of the Stirrup that was by, whipt off his Horſe 


and mended it. His Eſtate being left him with two Joins 


tures, and three weighty Mortgages upon it, he, to make 


all eaſy, and pay his Brother's and Siſter's Portions, mars 
ried a profuſe young Houſewife for Love, with never 3 
Penny of Money. Having done all this, like his brave 
Anceſtors, for the Support of the Family, he now finds 


Children and Intereſt- money make ſuch a Bawling about 
his Ears, that he has taken the friendly Advice of bis 


Neighbour, the good Lord Courtlowe, to run his Eſtate 
two thoufand Pounds mere in DeBt, that he may retrieve 


his Affairs by being a Parliament-man, and bringing his 
Wife to Londan., to play off a hundred Pounds at Dice: 


with Ladies of Quality, before Breakfaſt. 


But let me read this Wiſeacre's Letter. once over again. 


Moſt Honoured Uncle, 5 | 


| T1 Y O not doubt but you lade nuch rejoiced at my Succeſs 
in my Flection ; it has coft me ſome Money I ozpn Art 


abr of all. that ! I. am a Parhamentemany aud that will 
ſet all ts rights. T'hawe. liuad inthe Cauntry ail my Days, 
"tis true; but what then! I haue made Speeches at the 


Seffians, and in the Veſtry too, and can elſewbere perbaps, 


as well as ſome others that do; and I baue @ noble Friend 
hard by, who has let use into ſome ſviall-Knowledge of 
«vhat's what at Weſtminſter. . And /5, that I may alway: 
be at hand io ſerve my Country, I bave conſulted with my 
Wife, about taking a Houſe at London, and bringing ber 


and my Family up to Town ; which, her Opinion is, will © 
be the righteſt thing in the World, 7 "$1 : 


My Wife's Opinion about bringing her to Landa ! Hl 
read no more of: thee——Beaſt;. [Strikes the Letter dows 


0 


x JOURNEY TO LONDON. 16; 
Euter James haſtily. 


James. Sir, Sir, do you hear the News ? they are al 
e- az coming. | 


„vnc. Nich. Ay, Sirrah, I hear it, with a Pox to it. 


2 James. Sir, here's John Moody arriv'd al 3 he's 
e. umping about the Streets in his dirty Boots, and aſking 
„ erery Man he meets, if they can tell where he may have a 
it Lodging for a Parliament- man, till he can hire ſuch 


is WHT: Houſe as becomes him; he tells them his Lady and all 
e the Family are eoming too, and that they are ſo nobly at- 
e ended, they care not a Fig for any Body. Sir, they have 
is added two Cart-horſes to the four old Geldings, becauſe 
e: ny Lady will have it faid, ſhe came to Towrin her Coach 
and 5 aud (ha, ha,) heavy George the Plowman rides 
1. Poſtillion. | | 
Unc. Rich. Very well; the Journey begins as it ſhou'd 
do— James. | ; bn | 
James. Sir. | ; . 
7, Unc. Rich. Doſt know whether they bring all the Chil- 
cen with them? 55 EO 5 
ll James. Only *Squire Humphry, and Miſs Betty, Sir; 
„ Withe otlier Six are put to board at Half a Crown a Week. a 
- WH kead, with Joan Groauſe at Smoke-dunghill Farm. 

Y Une. Rich. The Lord have Mercy upon all good Folks! 
1 what Work will. theſe People make! Doſt know. when 
f WI icy'!} be here? 7 | A 
James. John ſays, Sir, they'd have been here laſt Night, 
but that the old wheezy-belly Horſe tir'd, and the two 
Fore-wheels came craſh down at once in. Vaggonrut- lane. 
dir, they were cruelly loaden, as I underſtand ; my Lady 

herſelf, he ſays, laid. on four Mail- trupks, beſides the great 
Deal-box, which fat Tou fat upon behind. 4.58 
Une. Rich. Soh! . b 
James. Then within the Coach there was Sir Fraucis, 
my Lady, and the great fat Lap-dog, Squire Humdabry, 
Miſs Betty, my Lady's Maid Mrs. Handy, and Doll Tripe 
the Cook ; but ſhe puked with fitting backward, ſo they 
mounted her into the Coach-box. | 
Unc, Rich. Very well. | | 
James. Then, Sir, for fear of a Famine, before they 
ſhou'd get to the Baiting- place, there was ſuch Baſkets of 
Plumb-cake, Dutch-gingerbread, Cheſhire-cheeſe, Naples 
Biſcuits, Maccaroons, Neats-tongw es, and cold we ng 
— | ee 
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FO 


and in caſe of Sickneſs, ſuch Bottles of Uſque. 
baugh, Black-cherry Brandy, Cinamon-water, Sack, Tent, 


and Strong-heer, as made the old Coach crack again, 


Une. Rich. Well ſaid! | h 

James And for Defence of tl. is good-Cheer, and my 
Lady's little Pearl Necklace, there was the Family Baf.. 
ket-hilt Sword; the great Turkih: Cimiter, the old Blun. 


 derbuſk, 3 Bag of Bullets, and a. great Horn of 


Gunpowden, 
Unc. Rich. Admirable ! | 8 
James. Then for Band- boxes, they were ſo bepiled up. 


to Sir Franciy's: Noſe, that he could only peep out at 2 


chance Hole with one Eye, as if he. were viewing the 
Country tkro* a Perſpective Glaſs. But, Sir, if you. 
pleaſe, I'll go look after. John Moody a little, for fear of. 


Accidents : For. he never was in London before, you know, 


but one Week, and then he was kidnapp'd inte a Houſe of 
ill Repute, where he exchang'd all his Money and Clothes 
for a——um. $0 F'll go look after him, Sir. Exit. 

Unc. Rich. Nay, I don't doubt but this wiſe Expedition, 
will be attended with more Adventures than one——Thi 


noble Head, and Supporter of his Family, will, as an 


honeſt Country Gentleman, get Credit enough among. 
the Tradeſinen, to run ſo far in debt · in one Seſſion, as will 
make him juſt fit for a Gaol, when he's dropt at the next 
Election. He will make Speeches in the Houſe to ſhey 
the Government of what Importance he can be to them, 
by which they will ſee, he can be of no Importance at all; 
and he will find in time, that he ſtands valued at (if he 


votes right) being ſometimes: mvited to Dinner, 


Then his Wife (who hes ten times more of: a Jade. about 
her than he vet knows of) will fo improve in this rich ſoil 
ſhe will, in one Month, learn every Vice the fineſt Lady in 
the Town can teach her. She will be extremely courtecus 
to the Fops who make Love to her in jeſt, and ſhe will be 
extremely grateful to thoſe who do it in earneſt. She wil 
viſit all Ladies that will let her. into their Houſes, and ſhe 
will run in Debt to-all the Shop-keepers that will let her 


into their Books. In ſhort, before her Huſband has got 
five Pounds by a Speech at Veſimiuſtus, ſhe will have loſt 


five Hundred at Cards and Diee in the Pariſh of St. James. 


Wife and Family to London with a Pox | { Going a.] 


Ent 
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A0 RNET TO LONDON. 16; 
Euter James, and John Moody. 


. James. Dear Jobn Moody, I am glad to ſee you in Lon- 

n once more. . 5 

of Johr Moody. And I you, dear Mr. James: Give me a 
Kils— Why that's friendly. | 


Janes. I wiſh they had been ſo, Jobn, that you #27 Bs 


s with when-you were here before. 

* John Mood. Ah Murrain upon all Rogues and 
ve. Whores, I fay: But I am grown ſo- cunning now, the 
De'el himſelf can't handle me. I have made a notable 
of W-Bargain for theſe Lodgings here, we are to pay but five 
v.. WW Pounds a Week, and have all the Houſe to ourſelves, 

& James. Where are the People that belong to it to be 
den? | To 

1 John Moody. O! there's only the Gentlewoman, her 
on, to Maids, and a Couſin, a very pretty civil young Wo- 
his man truly, ant the Maids are the merrieſt Griggs 

Fas James. Have a Care, John. | 

of John Moody. O, fear nothing, we did fv play togethor 
11 Wy laſt Night. fo 


ext James. Huſh, here comes my Maſter, 

ew 9 OF 

1 Enter Uncle Richard. 8 

2 1 9 9 Rich. What! Fohn has taken theſe Lodgings, 
t: a3 he | : 1 

A James. Yes, Sir, he has taken em. | 


«in Vnc. Rich. Oh Jahr! how do'ſt do, honeſt Jobn : I 
aus am glad to fee thee with all my Heart. 

be Jobn Moody. I kumbly thank your Worſhip. I'm ſtaut 
vill ſtill, and a faithful awd Servant to_th' F amily. Heav'n 


ſhe WI proſper. aw that belongs tobt. „ 
her Unc. Rich. What, they are all upon the Road? 


gob John Moody. As mony as the awd Coach wou'd hauld, 
of Sir: The Lord ſend 'em well to Tawn. | 
155 Unc. Rich. And well out on't again, John, ha! 


Home's Home, I ſay. I wiſh we get any Good here. 
I's ſure we ha' got little upo' the Road. Some Miſchief 
1er other aw the Day long. Slap goes one thing, crack 
2Y awd Cattle are for going ſlow ; Roger whips, they ſtand 
. | 8 fill 


\ 
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Jabn Moody. Ah, Sir! you are a wiſe Man, ſo am 1: 


does another; my Lady cries out for driving faſt : The 


—y[— —̃ — 7 


Krſt laid down here, and then carried where they II be 


us d. | 
Jon Moody. They ſhall, an't pleaſe your Learn 
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fill and kick; nothing but a fort of a Contradiction 3 
the Journey long. My Lady wou'd gladly have been ha 
laſt Night, Sir, tho' there were no Lodgings got; but her 
Ladyſhip ſaid, ſhe did naw care for that, ſhe'd lie in the 
Inn where the Horſes ſtood, as long as it was in Lomb 

Unc. Rich. Theſe Ladies, theſe Ladies, Job 

John Moody. Ah, Sir, 1 have ſeen ahttle. of 'em, tho 


not ſo much as my Betters. Your Worſhip- is naw my. 


| ry d yet? ü N 
Unc. Rich. No, John, no; I am an old Bachelor lil, 

Jobn Moody. Heav'ns bleſs you, and preſerve you, Sir 
175 Rich, I think you have Joſt your Good- oma 
Fobn ! 


Febn Moody. No, Sir, that I have not ; Brideet Ricks ty 


me till, Sir. She was for coming to London too, bu, 
no, fays I, there may be Miſchief enough done without 


you. | | | | 
. Unc. Rich. Why that wras bravely ſpoken, Jobs, and 
like a Man. „ Bo 
Jobn Moody. Sir, were my Meaſter but half the Mar 
that I am, Gadſwookers———tho' he Il ſpeak ſtautly too 


0 =o but then he canno hawd it; no, he can 


: awd . : \ | 


Enter Maid.  \ 


Maid. Mr. Moody, Mr. Moody, IP jo the Coach rome, 
John Moody. Already? no fure. | / > 
Maid. Yes, yes, it's at the Door, they are getting out; 

my Miſtreſs is run to receive them. Y 
Jobn Moody. And ſo will J, as in Daty bound. 

1 . e ee, John and Mai, 
Une. Rich. And I will ſtay here, not being in Du 

bound to do the Honours of this Houſ. 159 

Enter Sir Francis, Lady, Squire Humphry, Mrs. Beth), 
Mrs. Handy, Doll Tripe, John Moody, and Mi. 
Lady Head. Do you hear, Moody, let all the Things be 


1 
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Lady Head. What, my Uncle Richard here to receive 
ws! this is k ind indeed: Sir, I am extreme ly glad to ſee 
yol. . | 
Ine. Rich. .Niete, your Servant. [Salutes ber.] I am 
extremely ſorry to ſee you, in the worſt Place I know in 
the World for a good Woran to grow better in. Nephew, 
] am your Servant too; but I don't know how. to bid you 
welcome. | | | 
Vnc. Rich. Nay, tis for your own ſake:: I'm not edn- 
cern d. 1 a ; : ; l 
Sir Fran. T hope, Uncle, I ſhall give you ſuch wei | 
Neaſons for what I have done, as ſhall Servings you Pa = 
a prudent. Man. „ 1 5 i 
Unc. Rich. That wilt thou never convince'me of, whilſt 
thou ſhalt live. [/ide.] 8 185 | 
Sir Fran. Here, | Humphry, come up to your Uncle 
Sir, this is your Godſon. | | 
Squire Humph. Honour'd Uncle and Godfather, I crave 
Jeave to aſk your Bleſſing. [ Keels.] | : 
Unc. Rich. Thou art a Numſeul I fee already. (Afide.] 
There thou haſt it. {Pats his Hand on his Head.) And if 
it will do thee any good, may it be, to make thee, at 
leaſt, as wiſe a Man as thy Father. 

Lady Head, Miſs Betty, don't you ſee your Uncle? 
Unc. Rich. And for thee, my Dear, may'ſt thou be, at 
leaſt, as good a Woman as thy Mother, OO 

Miſs Betty. I with I 1 Ade be ſo handſome, Sir. 
Unc. Rich. Ha! Miſs Pert! now that's x Thought that 
ſeeins to have been hatch'd in the Girl on this fide Hjgh- 
© {ofa 6 
* dir Fran, Her Tongue is a little nimble, Sir. 
| Lady Head. That's only from her Country Education, 
Lr Francis," he has been kept there t6o long; I there- 
= brought her to London, Sir, to learn more Reſerve amd 7 
eſty. i | TR. | 
th Vhe. Rich; O! the beſt Place in the World for it. oj 
My, Every Woman ſhe meets, will teach her ſomething of it. mal 
There's the good Gentlewoman of the Houſe, looks like 
| a knowing Perſon, ev'n ſhe perhaps will be ſo good to 
ve read her a Leſſon, now and then, upon that Subject. An 
| RW rant Bawd, or I have no Skill in 2 [Alide.] 
Mrs. Moth. Alas, Sir, Miſs won't ſtand long in need 
of my poor Inſtructions; if ſhe does, they'll be always at 
ber Service. | 


Lady 


Is there all yet? 


Gooſe-Pye. 


% 
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Lady Head. Very obliging indeed, Mrs. Motherly. 
Sir Fran. Very kind and civil truly; I believe we as 


Bot into a mighty good Houſe here. 


Unc. Rich. For good Buiinels, very probable. 7 [4fide.) 


# 


Well, Niece, your Servant for 'T o- night; you have a great 
deal of Atfairs upon your Hands here, fo I won't hinder 


ou. BT = 1 Ein tent 
8 Lady Head. I believe, Sir, I ſhan't have much leſs e 
Day, while I ſtay in this Town, of one ſort or other. 
__ Unc. Rich. Why, tis a Town of much Action indeed. 
Miſs Betty. And my Mother did not come to it to be 
idle, Sir. 


Unc. Rich. Nor you neither, I dare ſay, young Mic. 
treſs. | | | 3 


Miſs Betty. I hope not, Sir. „ 
nc. Rich. Um! Miſs Mettle. [ Going, Sir Francis 
following him.) Where are you going, Nephew ? 

Sir Fran. Only to attend you to the Door, Sir. 
Unc. Rich. Phu! no Ceremony with me; you'll find 


I ſhall uſe none with you, or your A 1 (Exit. 
me, Sir. 


Sir Fran. I muſt do as you command | 
Miſs Betty. This Uncle Richard, Papa, ſeems but a 

cruſty ſort of an old Fellow. GENE? | 

Sir Fran. He is a little odd, Child, but you muſt be 


very civil to him, for he has a great deal of Money, and 


nobody knows who he may give it to. 


Lad Head. Phu, a fig for his Money; you have ſo 
many Projects of late about Money, ſince you are a Par- 


AJiament Man, we muſt make ourſelves Slaves to his teſty 
Humours, ſeven Years perhaps, in hopes to be his Heirs; 


and then he'l! be juſt old enough to marry his Maid. But 
pray let us take care of our Things here: Are they al 
brought in yet? i 
Mrs. Han. Almoſt, my 2 there are only ſome of 
the Band- boxes behind, and a few edd Things. 
Lady Head. Let em be fetcht in preſently. 

Mrs. Han. They are here; come, bring the Things in: 


” 


Serv. All but the great Baſket of Apples, and th 


. 


kur 


for em, I'll warrant em. 
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Enter Cookmaid. „„ 
Cook. Abjct my Tay! were * bbb ale Dork 
pye's gwon. | {1 SY io Dl 00 „nel ie 
All. Gone? N : LE oy 
dir Fran. The Gooſe-P 0 gong? How? 2 
Cook, Why, Sir, I had got it faſt e N ; 
bring it in, but being” almoft dark, up comes twa. "fa the Wl 
thin ſtarv'd London Rogues, one gives me a great Kick 
o' the — here; ¶ Laying her Hand upon ber Bactſide. 
While other hungry Varlet. 21 the dear Pye out o 
my Hands, and away they run dawn Street like two Gra 3 
hounds. I cry'd out Fire l but H el avy George, nd fat Tom 
are after em with à Vangeance ; ; 11 ſauce their Hacke 


„ . . LAS. 9 : tt 
a ? II E! 5 * 00 272 5 159 { tos! td „ 1280 —.— 


Enter George with a DG 0 and Tom. 108 

$0, have you catcht em? 3 „ 

Geo, Catcht em the Gallows cath, 'em ae 8 me. I 
had naw run hafe the Len th of our Bearn, before ſome· 
what feteh me fach*a'wher "acrols' the Shins, that, e dawn 
came I flop o' my Face af Along in the Channel, nd 
thought T ſhould ne'er ha"! gotten up again ; but Tum 
has ſkaward after ers and cry'd, Murder as he'd been 
tek: 76 3705-4 

Tom. Yes, ann? att upo' that, ſwap comes ſome- 
what acroſs my F orebead, with ſuch a Ne that dayen 


came I, like an ac oi eh ? 

Squire Humph. So, the poor Pye” $ tte gone then; 3 

Tom. Gone, yqung Meaſter, yeaten I believe by this 
os Theſe I ſuppoſe are what they call Sharpers i LY Jhis 

ount1 oy 

Sate H Humph. It was a rare good Pye: 

Cook. As e er theſe Hands put Pepper to. 

Lady Head.' Pray, Mrs: | Motherly, do they make a 
Practice of theſe things often here?? 

Mrs. Moth. Madam, they'll twitch a Rump of Beef | 
out of a boiling Copper; and for a Silver Tankard, they 
make no more Confcience of than if it were a T; uabridge ; 
Sugar-box. 

Sir Fran, T wiſh the Coach and Hor "4 9 were 


lafe got to the Inn. Do you and Roger take ſpecial 
Vo“. II. HM Y "Care 


hope may do. Sir, will you 
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Care that nobody runs away with them, as you go thi. 
er; 

Geo. I believe, e aur Cattle: woant 8 be * 
away, with To-wight 3, but we eſt take beſt care we con of 


them, poor Sauls WH [Exit 


Sir Fran. Do ſo, pray now. 

Squire Humph. 8 I had rather they had ev 
away with heavy George than the Gooſe-pye ; a Slice of it 
before 12 a would have been pure. 

Lady Head. This Boy is always thinking of his Belly. 
Sir Fran. But, my Dear, you may allow him to be 2 
little hungry after a Journey. | 

Lady Head. Pray, good Sir Francis, he has been con- 
ſtantly eating in the Coach, and out of the Coach, above 
ſeven Hours this Day. | with, x * poor Gul could oat a 
quarter as much. F s 0 

Miſs Betty. Mama, I cou'd eat a good deal more than 


I do, but then I ſhould grow fat mayhap, like him, and 


ſpoil my Shape. 

Lady Head. Mrs. Matherhy, wy . * ſo kind to tell 

hem where they ſhall carr 40 

Mrs. Moth. Mada Cane Tl do the th be be 7 9 F 
Cloſets will ſcarce, hold "em all, bat we, haye Garrets and 
Cellars,” Which, with the help of hi a Store- room, I 

e ſo. goon 4. Na. my Maids 

a httle in carrying away the Things. 

Jom. With all my Heart, forſooth, [7 I con — ſee my 
way ; but theſe Whoreſons have an en e my Eyen 


aut. [They carry off the Things. 


Mrs. Moth. Will your Lap pleaſe to refreſh; your- 
ſelf with a Diſh of Tea, after your Fatigue ? I think 
have pretty good. 

Lady Head, If you pleaſe, Mrs. Motherly. 

Squire Humph. Would not a good Tankard of firong/ 
Bees Nutmeg and Sugar, do better, Feather, with a . 
Toaſt and ſome Cheeſe ? 

Sir Jobn. I think it wou'd, Son: Here, John Moog, 
get us a Tankard of good heavy Stuff preſently. _ 

Jobn Moody. Sir, here's a Norfolk-nog to be had at next 


Door. 
Squire Hump). "That's beſt of all, Patios; $ but make 


heaſt with it, John. Exit Moody. 


Lady Head. Well I wonder, Sir Francis, you will en- 
courage that Lad to ſwill his Guts thus with ſuch heaſtly 
lubberly _ If i it were Burgundy or c * 

ing 


ſter, tho' he's your elder Brother. 
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thing might be faid fort; they'd, per haps, give him ſome 
Wit and Spirit; but ſuch heavy, muddy Stuff as this, 


will make him quite ſtupid. | 35 
Sir Fran. Why you know, my Dear, I have drank, 
good Ale, and ſtrong Beer theſe thirty Vears, and by 


your Permiſſion, I don't know that I want Wit. 


Miſs Betty. But you might have had more, Papa, if you'd 


have been govern'd by my Mother. Sh 
Enter John Moody with a Tankard, &c. 


Sir Fran. Daughter, he that is govern'd by his Wife, 
has no Wit at all. | 


' Miſs Betty. Then I hope I ſhall marry! a Fool, Father 


for I ſhall. love to govern dearly. 5 
Sir Fran. Here, Humphry, here's to thee. [ Drinks. ] 


You are too pert, Child, it don't do well in a. young Wo- 


man. | 
ady Head, Pray, Sir Francis, don't ſnub her, ſhe has 
a fine growing Spirit, and if you check her ſo, you'll make 
her as dull as her Brother there. |  - © . 
Squire Humph. Indeed, Mother, I think my Siſter is too 
forward. [ After drinking a long draught.] | 
Miſs. Betty. You? you think I'm too forward? what 


have you to do to think, Brother Heavy? You are too fat 


to think of any thing but your Belly. | 
Lady Head. Well ſaid, Miſs ; he's none of your Ma- 


Enter George. 


Geo. Sir, I have no good Opinion of this Tawn, its 
made up of Miſchief, I think. „ 
Sir Fran, Why, what's the matter now? 25 


Geo. T'ſe tell your Worſhip ; before we were gotten t 
the Street End, a.great Lugger-headed Cart, with Wheels 


as thick as a good Brick Wall, lay'd hawld of the Coach, | 


and has pood it aw to Bits: An' this be London, wo'd we 
were all weel i' th' Country again. | 


Miſs Betty, What have you to do, Sir, to wiſh us all | 


in the Country again, Lubber? I hope we ſhan't go into 


* 


the Coun try a theſe ſeyen Years, Mama, let twenty ' 
1 a 


Coaches be pull'd to pieces. 


H 2 Sir 


. eg 


wake ſuch 


Sir Fran. Hold your Tongue, Betty. Was Reger in no 
Fault in this? 8875 3 ate & . 
Geo. No, Sir, nor I neither. Are you not aſham'd, 


ſays Roger to the Carter, to do fuch an unkind thing to 
Strangers? No, ſays he, you Bumpkin. Sir, he did the 


thing on very Purpoſe, and ſo the Folks ſaid that ſtocd by; 
but they ſaid your Worſhip need na be concern'd, for you 
might have a Law-ſuit with him when you pleas'd, that 
wou'd not coſt you above a hundred Pounds, and may hap 
you might get the better of him. | 

Sir Fran. I'll try what-I can do with him, T'gad, II 


Squire Humph. Feather, have him before the Parlia- 
ment. þ 


dn e will: I make him know-who'T. 
am. Where does he live? . 


Geo. I believe in London, Sir. Lg 
Sir Fran. What's the Villain's Name? 
Geo. I think I heard ſomebody call him Dicł. 
Sir. Fran, Where did he go 
Geo. Sir, he went Home. | 
Sir Fran. Where's that? 
Geo. By my Troth I do naw knaw. Ih 
he had nothing more to do 
home and ſmoke a Pipe. | pi. 
Lady Head. Come, Sir Francis, don't put yourſelf in a 
Heat, Accidents will happen to People in travelling abroad 
to ſee the World. Eat your Supper heartily, go to Bed, 
ſleep quietly, and To morrow ſee if you can buy a hand- 
ſome ſecond-hand Coach for preſent Uſe, beſpeak a new 
one, and then all's eaſy. 9 ¶Exeunt. 


ſo he'd go 


ng 


7 rd him ſay 
with us to-night, and 


os Enter Colonel Court! y. 


Col. Who's that, Deborah ? | 
Deb. At your Service, Sir. | 5 
Col. What do you keep open Houſe here? I found the 


Street Door as wide as it cou'd 


apc | 
Deb. Sir, we are all in a Buftle, we have Lodgers come 
to-night, the Houſe is full. IS. ror ron N 
Col. Where's your Miſtreſs? 8 | 3 
Deb. Prodigious buſy with her Company, but I'II tell 
Mrs. Martilla you are here, I believe ſhe'll come to you. 


2 
1 


?P 
A 
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Col. That will do as well. Poor Martilla! ſhe's a very 
good Girl, and I have lov'd her a great while. I think 
fix Months it is ſince like a mercileſs Highwayman, I 
made her deliver:all the had about her; the begg'd hard, 
poor Thing, I'd leave her one ſmall Bauble. Had I let 
her keep it, I believe ſhe had ſtill kept me. Cou'd Wo- 
men but refuſe their ravenous Lovers that one dear deſtruc- 
tive Moment, how long might they reign over them | But 
for a Bane to both their Joys and ours, when they have 
indulg'd us with ſuch Favours, as make us adore them, 
they are not able to refu;e us that one, which puts an End 
to our Devotion. | | e 


| Enter Martilla. 

Col. Martilla, how doſt thou do, my Child? - 

Mart. As well as a loſing Gameſter can. 

Col. Why, what have you loſt? 
Mart. I have loſt you, 

Col. How came you to loſe me? 

Mart, By loſing myſelf, 

Cel. We can be Friends ſtill. | 

Mart. Dull ones, ET =o 1 

Col. Uſeful ones perhaps. Shall I help thee to a good 
Huſband? 9 . 

Mart. Not if I were rich enough to live without one. 

Col. I'm ſorry I am not rich enough to make thee ſo; 
dut we won't talk of melancholy things. Who are theſe 
Folks your Aunt has got into her Houle ? 
Mart. One Sir Francis Headpiece and his Lady, with 
2 Son and Daughter. 1 

Col. Head piece! Cotſo, I know em a little. I met 
with em ata Race in the Country two Years ſince; a fore 
of Blockhead, is not he ? 3 5 555 

Mart. So they ſay. 2 33 

Col. His Wife ſeem'd a mettled Gentlewoman, if ſne 
had had but a fair Field to range in. N = 

Mart. That ſhe won't want now, for they ſtay in 
Town the whole Winter. e 
(0. Oh that will do, to ſhew all her Parts in. 


Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Motherly. 


How do you do, my old Acquaintance? | 

Mrs. Moth. At your Service, you know, always, Colonel. 
Col. I hear you have got good Company in the Houſe, 
Mrs. Moth. I hope it will prove ſo; he's a Parliament 


Man only, Colonel, you know there's ſome Danger in 


that. h 

Col. O, never fear, he'll pay his Landlady, tho' he 

don't pay his Butcher. DE: 
Mrs. Moth. His Wife's a clever Woman. 

Col. So ſhe 1s. 

Mrs. Moth. How do you know ? 


Col. I have ſeen her in the Country, and I begin to think 
III viſit her in Town. 7, 


Mrs. Moth. You begin to look like a Rogue. 


> Col. What, your wicked Fancies are ftirring already? 


Mrs. Moth. Yours are, or I'm miſtaken. But——[T'll 
have none of your Pranks play'd upon her. 
Cel. Why, ſhe's no Girl, ſhe can defend herſelf. 
Mrs. Moth. But what if ſhe won't? | 
Col. Why then ſhe can blame neither you nor me. 
Mrs. Moth. You'll never be quiet till you 22 my Win- 
dows broke; but I muſt go and attend my Lodger, ſo 
good Night. | | 5 Ry 
Col. Do ſo, and give my Service to my Lady, and tell 


her, if ſhe'll give me Leave, I'll do myſelf the Honour 


to-morrow to come and tender my Services'to her, as lon 
as ſhe ſtays in Town. If it ben't too long. [ 4/ide.] 
Mrs. Moth. I'II tell her what a Devil you are, and adviſe 
her to have a care of you. „ 
Col. Do, that will make her every time ſhe ſees me think 
of what I'd be at. Dear Martilla, good Night; I Rnow 
you won't be my Hindrance ; I'll do you as good a Turn 
ſome Time or other, Well, I'm ſo glad, you don't love 
me too much. | | 

Mart. When that's our Fate, as too too oft we prove, 

How bitterly we pay the paſt Delights of Love. 


. 
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e e eee 
Lord Loverule's Houſe, 
Enter Lord Loverule, and Lady Arabella. He follows 


ing here: 
| ELL, look you, my Lord, I can bear 
it no longer; nothing ſtill but about 
my Faults, my Faults ! an agreeable Subject truly! 


Lady Ara. 


Lord Lowe. But, Madam, if you won't hear of your 


Faults, how is it likely you ſhou'd ever mend em? 


Lady Ara. Why I don't intend to mend em. Ican't 


mend em, I have told you ſo a hundred times; you know 
I have try'd to do it, over and over, and it hurts me fo, I 
can't bear it. Why, don't you know, my. Lord, that 
whenever (juſt topleaſe you only) I have gone about to 
wean myſelf from a Fault (one of my Faults I mean that 
I love dearly) han't it put me ſo out of Humour, you cou'd 
ſcarce endure the Houle with me ? | | 
Lord Lowe. Look you, my Dear, it is very true, that 
in weaning one's ſelf from | 
Lady Ara. Weaning ! why ay, don't you ſee, that ev'n 
in weaning poor Children from the Nurſe, it's almoſt the 
Death of. em? and don't you ſee your true religious Peo- 
ple, when they go about to wean themſelves, and have. ſo- 
lemn Days of faſting and praying, on purpoſe to help 
them, does it not ſodiforder them, there's no coming near 
'em; are they not as croſs as the Devil? and then they 
don't do the Buſineſs neither; for the next Day their 
aults are juſt where they were the Day before. | 


Lord Lowe. But, Madam, can you think it a reaſonable 
thing to be abroad till two o'Clock in the Morning, when 


7 ou know I go to Bed at eleven ? 


Lady Ara. And can you think it a wiſh thing (to talk 


your 6wn way now) to go to Bed at eleven, when you 


know I am likely to diſturb you by coming there at three? 
Lord Lowe. Well, the Manner of Women's living of 
late is inſupportable, and ſome way or other 
Lady Ara. It's to be mended, I ſuppoſe Pray, my 
Lord, one Word of fair Argument : You complain of my 
late Hours; I of your early ones; fo far we are even, 


you'll allow; but which gives us the beſt Figure in the 


H 4 Eye 
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Eye of the polite Werld? my two o' Clock, ſpeaks Life 
Activity, Spirit, and Vigour; your eleven has a dull, 
drowly, ſtupid, good-for-nothing Sound with it. It fg. 
yours much of a Mechanick, who muſt get to Bed betimes, 
that he may riſe early to open his Shop. Faugh! 
Lord Lowe. I thought, to go to Red early and riſe ſo, 
was ever eſteem d a right Practice for all People. 8 
Lady Ara. Beaſts do it. | 
Lord Lowe. Fy, fy, Madam, fy; hut 'tis not your ill 
Hours alone diſturb me; but the ill Company who occa- 
ſion thoſe ill Hours. | 
Lady Ara. And pray what ill Company may thoſe he? 
Lord Love. Why, Women that loſe their Money, and 
Men that win it : eſpecially when tis to be paid out of 
their Huſband's Eſtate; or if that fail, and the Creditor 
be a little preſſing, the Lady will perhaps be oblig'd to try 
if the Gentleman inſtead of Gold will accept of a Trinket, 
Lady Ara. My Lord, you grow ſcurrilous, and you'll 
make me hate you. I'll have you to know, I keep Com- 
pany with the politeſt People in the Town, and the Aſſem- 
dlies J frequent are full of ſuch. \ | 
Lord Lowe. So are the Churches now and then. 
Lady Ara. My Friends frequent them often; as well as 
the Aﬀmblies. | | | 
Lord Love, They wou'd do it oftener, iK Groom of 
the Chamber there were allow'd to furniſh Cards and Dice 
to the Company. RY 
Lady Ara. You'd make a Woman mad. 
Lord Lowe. You'd make a Man a Fool. | 
Lady Ara. If Heaven has made you otherwiſe, that 
won't be in my Power. . | 3 
Lord Low. I'll try if I can prevent your making me a 
Beggar at leaſt. 5 EL 
Lady Ara. A Beggar! Crefus! I'm ont of Patience— | 
I won't come home till four To-morrow Morning. 
Lord Lowe. I'll order the Doors to be lock'd at Twelve. 
Lady Ara. Then I won't come home till To- morrow 


Night. | | oF 
Lord Lowe. Then you ſhall never come home again, 
— | 2 [ Exit. 


Lady Ara. There he has knock'd me down: My Father 
upon our Marriage ſaid, Wives were come to that pals, 
he did not think & fit they ſhou'd be truſted with Pin- 
money, and ſo wou'd not let this Man ſettle one Penny 
upon his poor Wife, to ſerve her at a dead Lift for ſeparate 
Maintenance. 


Eater 
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Enter Clarinda. . 


Clar. Good-morrow, Madam; how do you do to-day? 
you ſeem to be in a little fluſter. ; 

Lady Ara. My Lord has been in one, and as I am the 
moſt complaiſant poor Creature in the World, I put myſelf 
into one too, purely to be ſuitable Company to him. 

Clar. You are prodigious good; but ſurely it muſt be 


mighty agreeable when a Man and his Wife can give them- 
ſelves the ſame Turn of Converſation. | 


Lady Ara. O, the prettieſt Thing in the World. 
Clar. But yet, tho” I believe there's no Life ſo happy as 
a marry'd one, in the main; yet I fancy, where two Peo- 
ple are ſo very much together, they mult often be in want 


of ſomething to talk upon. 


Lady Ara. Clarinda, you are the moſt miſtaken in the 
World ; marry'd People have things to talk of, Child, 
that never enter the Imagination of others. Why now, 
here's my Lord and I, we han't been marry'd above two. 
ſhort Years you know, and we have already eight or ten 
things conſtantly in Bank, that whenever, we want com- 
pany we can talk of any of them for two Hours together, 
and the Subject never the flatter. It will be as freſh next 
Day, if we have Occaſion for it, as it was the firſt Day it 
entertain'd us. | | | | 

Clar. Why that muſt be wonderful pretty. | | 

Lady Ara. O, there's no Life like it. This very Day 
now, for Example, my Lord and I, after a pretty chearful 
tete à tfte Dinner, ſat down by the Fire-lide, in an idle, 


indolent, pick-tooth way for a while, as if we had not 
thought of one another's being in the Room. At laſt, 


ſtretching himſelf, and yawning twice, My Dear, ſays he, 
you came home very late laſt Night. Twas but two in 
the Morning, ſays I. I was in Bed (yawning) by eleven 
ſays he. So you are every Night, ſays I. Well, ſays he, 
I am amaz'd, how you can fit up ſo late, How can you 
be amaz'd, ſays I, at a Thing that happens ſo often? 
Upon which we enter'd into Converſation. And tho' this 
is a Point has entertain'd us above fifty Tim 's already, we 
always find ſo many new pretty things to ſay upon't, that 
[ believe in my Soul it will laſt as long as we live, 
Clar. But in tuoh fort of Family Dialogues, tho' ex- 
tremely well for paſſing of time, don't there now and then 
euter jome little witty ſort of Bitterneſs ? a” 
2 H 5 Lady 


% 
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Lady Ara. O yes; which don't do amiſs at all; a little 
ſomething that's ſharp, moderates the extreme Sweetneſs of 
matrimonial Society, which wou'd elſe perhaps be cloying. 
Tho? to tell you the Truth, Clarinda, I think we ſqueezed 
a little too much Lemon into it, this Bout; for it grew ſo 
ſour at laſt, that I think I almoſt told him he was a 
3 ; and he talkt ſomething oddly of turning me out of 
oors. | | 

Clar. O, but have a care of that. 

Lady Ara. Why, to be ſerious, Clarinda, what wou'd 
you have a Woman do in my Caſe? There is no one 
Thing he can do in this World to pleaſe me except 
giving me Money; and that he is growing weary of; and 
I at the fame time, partly by Nature, and partly perhaps 
by keeping the beſt Company, do with my Soul love atmoſt 
every thing that he hates; 1 dote upon Aſſemblies, adore 
Maſquerades, my Heart bounds at a Ball, I love a Play 
to Diſtraction, Cards enchant me, and Dice—put me out 
of my little Wits Dear, dear Hazard, what Muſick 
there is in the Rattle of the Dice, compared to a ſleepy 
Opera! Do you ever play at Hazard, Clarinda ? 

Clar. Never; I don't think it fits well upon Women; 
It's very maſculine, and has too much of a Rake; you ſee 
how it makes the Men ſwear and curſe. Sure it muſt in- 
cline the Women to do the ſame too, if they durſt give 
way to it. . 1 | 

Lady Ara. So it does; but hitherto, for a little De- 
cency, we keep it in; and when in ſpite of our Teeth, an 
Oath gets into our Mouths, we ſwallow it. 

Clar. That's enough to burſt you; but in time perhaps 
you'll let em fly as they do. | 
Lady Ara. Why, tis probable we may, for the Plea- 
ſure of all polite Women's Lives now, you know, is found- 
ed upon entire Liberty to do what they will. But 
ſhall I tell you what happen'd other Night? Having loft 
all my Money, but ten melancholy Guineas, and throwing 
out for them, what do you think ſlipt from me? | 
* Clary. An Oath? 
Lady Ara. Gud ſoons ! | 

Clar. O Lord! O Lord! did not it frighten you out of 
your Wits ? IS 

Lady Ara. Clarinda, I thought a Gun had gone off,— 
8 hy I forget you are a Prude, and deſign to live ſo- 

erl . | | 7 | ; ; 
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briety, I was going to call for ſome Surfeit-water. 
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Clar. Why tis true; both my Nature and Education, 
do in a good degree incline me that way. 8 
Lady Ara. Well, ſurely to be ſober is to be terribly 
dull. Vou will marry; won't you? . 
Clar. I can't tell but I may. | 
Lady Ara. And you'll live in Town? ; 
Clar. Half the Year I ſhould like it very well. 
Lady Ara. And you wou'd live in London half a Year, 
to be ſober in it? | 0 
- (Yay, Lit 95 TY 
Lady Ara. Why can't you as well go and be ſober in 
the Country. | 
Clar. So I wou'd the other half Year. 
Lady Ara. And pray what pretty Scheme of Life wou'd 
you form now, for your Summer and Winter ſober En- 


tertainments. 


Clar. A Scheme that, I think, might very well content 
us. 

Lady Ara. Let's hear it. 88 

Clar. I cou'd, in Summer, paſs my Time very agreeably, 
in riding ſoberly, in walking ſoberly, in ſitting under a 
Tree ſoberly, in gardening ſoberly, in reading ſoberly, 
in hearing a little Muſiek ſoberly, in converſing with ſome 
agreeable Friends ſoberly, in working ſoberly, in mana- 
ging my Family and Children (if I had any) ſoberly, and 
po ibly by thete Means I might induce my Huſband ta 

as ſober as myſelf. 1 

Lady Ara. Well, Clarinda, thou art a moſt contemp- 
tible Creature. But let's have the ſober Town Scheme 


too, for I am charm'd with the Country one. 


Clar. You ſhall, and I'll try. to ſtick to my Sobriety 
there too. - . 

Lady Ara. If you do, you'll make me ſick of you. 
But let's hear it however. <a 

Clar. I would entertain myſelf in obſerving the new 
Faſhions ſoberly, I would pleaſe myſelf in new Clothes 
ſoberly, IT would divert myſelf with agreeable Friends at 
Home and Abroad ſoberly. I would play at Quadrille 
ſoberly, I would go to Court ſoberly, I would go to ſome 
Plays ſoberly, I would go io Operas ſoberly, and I think I 
could. go once, or, if I lik'd my Company, twice to a 
Maſquerade ſoberly. | | 

Lady Ara. If it had not been fer that laſt Piece of So- 


Clar. 


the reſt of the Day? 
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Clar. Why don't you think, that with the further Aid 

of breakfaſting, dining, ſupping and ſleeping (not to lay a 

Word of Devotion) the four and twenty Hours might 


roll over in a tolerable manner? 


Lady Ara. How I deteſt that Word, Tolerable! And 
ſo will a Country Relation of ours that's newly come to 
Town, or I'm miſtaken. - 

Clar. Who is that ? | 

Lady Ara. Even my dear Lady Headpiece. 

. Clar. Is ſhe come ? 15 | 
Lady Ara. Yes, her Sort of a tolerable Huſband has 
gotten to be choſen Parhament-man at ſome ſimple Town 


or other, upon which ſhe has perſuaded him to bring her 


and 'her Folks up to London. 
Car. That's good; I think ſhe was never here before, 
Lady Ara. Not fince ſhe was nine Years old; but ſhe 
has had an outrageous Mind to it ever ſince ſhe was mar- 
ry d. | | E 
Clar. Then ſhe'll make the moſt of it, I ſuppoſe, now 


ſhe is corge. 


Lady Ara. Depend upon that. 

Clar.: We mult go and viſit ger. 

Lady Ara. By all means; and may be you'll have a 
Mind to offer her your, Tolerable Scheme for her London 
D:verhon this Winter; if you do, Miſtreſs, I'Il ſhew her 
mihe too, and you ſhail ſee, ſhe'll ſo deſpiſe you and adore 
me, that if I do but chirrup to her, ſhe*'H hop after me, 
like a tame Sparrow, the Town round. But there's your 


Admirer I ſee coming in, I'll oblige him, and leave you 


to reccive Part of his Viſit, while I ſtep up to write a 
Letter. Beſides, to tell you the Truth, I don't like him 
half fo well as J us'd to do: he falle off of late from being 
the Company he was, in our way. In ſhort, I think hes 
growing to Le a little like my Lord. | { Extt, 


En er Sir Charles. 


Sir Char. Madam, your Servant , they told me Lady 
Arabella was here. 15 . 
Clar. She's only ſtept up to write a Letter, ſhe'll come 
down preſently. | 3 
Sir Char. Why, does ſhe write Letters? I thought ſhe 
had never Time fort pray how may ſhe have diſpos'd of 


Clar. 
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Clar. A good deal as uſual ; ſhe has Viſits to make till 
fix ; ſhe's then engag'd to the Play, from that *till Court- 
time, ſhe's to be at Cards at Mrs. Idle's; after the 
Prawing- room, ſhe takes a ſhort E Ha- 


zard, and from thence they ga toget 
Sir Char. And are you to do all this with her ? 
Clar. The Viſits and the Play, no more. 
Sir Char. And how can you forbear all the reſt ? 


of. | 
Sir Char. I han't found it ſo. I have paſt much of my 


Life in this hurry of the Ladies, yet was never fo pleas d, 


as when I was quite without 'em. l 
Clar. What then induced you to be with em? 
Sir Char. Idleneſs, and the Faſhion. 
Clar. No Miſtreſſes in the caſe ? 3 
Sir Char. To ſpeak honeſtly, yes. When one is in a 
Toyſhop, there is no forbearing the Baubles; fo I was 
perpetually engaging with ſome Coquet or other, whom I 
cou'd love perhaps juſt enough to put it in her Power to 
plague me. | 


of. 5 ; | 
Sir Char, The. Amours of a Cequet, Madam, gene- 
rally mean nothing farther ; I look upon them and Prudes 
to be Nuiſances much alike, tho' they ſeem very different; 


the firſt are always diſturbing the Men, and the latter al- 


ways abuſing the Women. 2 
Clar. And all I think is to eſtabliſh the Character of 
being virtuous. | 

Sir Char. That is, being chaſte they mean, for they 
know no other Virtue; therefore indulge themſelves in 
every Thing elſe that's vicious; they (againſt Nature) 
keep their Chaſtity, only becauſe they find more Pleaſure 
in doing Miſchief with it, than they ſhou'd haye in part- 
ing with it. But, Madam, if both theſe Characters are 
ſo odious, how highly to be valued is that Woman, who 
can attain all they aim at, without the Aid of the Folly or 
Vice of either! | 


er to the Afﬀembly. 


Clar. Tis eaſy to forbear, what we are not very fond 


Clar. Which Power I ſuppoſe ſhe ſometimes made uſe 
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Ener Lady Arabella. | 
Lady "PR Your Servant, Si ir, I won't aſk your Parkes 


for leaving you alone a little with a Lady that I know ſhares | 


ſo much of your good Opinion. . 
Sir Char. I with, Madam, ſhe cou'd think my good 


"Ow of Value enough, to afford me a ſmall Part in 
hers. 


Lady Ara. I believe, sir, every 8 who F 
ſhe has a Place in a fine Gentleman's good Opinion, will 


| q: be glad to give him one in hers, if ſhe can. But however 


you two may ſtand in one another's, you muſt take another 
time, if you deſire to talk farther about it, or we ſhan't 
have enough to make our Viſits in; and ſo your Servant, 
Sir. Come, Clarinda. 

Sir Char. T'll ſtay and make my Lord a Viſit, if you” 


will give me leave. 
Lady Ara. Vou have my Leave, Sir, tho you were x 


Lady. 3 [Exit with Clar. 


Enter Lord Loveru le. 


* Love. Sir Charles, your Servant ; ; \ hots" have the 
Ladies left you ? 
Sir Char. Yes, and the Ladies in ee 1 wa will 


Is me too. 


Lord Lowe. Why ſo? 
Sir Char. That I mayn't be pet to the il Manners of 


leaving them firſt. 
Lord Lowe. Do you then already find your Gallantry 


 inclining to an Ebb? 


Sir Char. Tis not that I am yet old enough to juſtify 
myſelf in an idle Retreat, but I have got, I think, a ſort 
off Surfeit on me, that leſſens much the Force of Female 


Charms. 
Lord Lowe. Have you then been ſo glutted with their 


Favours ? 
Sir Char. Not with their Sava: but with their "ey; 


vice; it is unmerciful. I once thought myſelf a tole- 
rable Time-killer; I drank, I play'd, I intrigu'd, and 


et I had Hours enow for reaſonable Uſes ; but he that 


il liſt himſelf a Laiy's Man of Mettle now, ſhe'll work 
him fo at Cards and Dice, ſhe won't afford him time 


enough to play with her at any thing, elſe, tho”, ſhe her- 
ſelf ſhould have a RTE good Mind to it. 15 F 
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Lord Lowe. And fo the diſorderly Lives they lead, make 
ou mcline to a Reform of your own. 5 | 

Sir Char. *Tis true; for bad Examples (if they are but 
bad enough) give us as uſeful Reflections as good ones 


do. 3 yy | 
Lord Love. Tis pity any thing that's bad, ſhou'd come 
from Women. | 
Sir Char. *Tis ſo indeed, and there was a happy Time, 
when both you and I thought there never could. 9 8 
Lord Lowe. Our early firſt Conceptions of them, I well 
remember, were that they never could be vicious, nor 
never cou'd be old. | 5 
vir Char. We thought ſo then; the beauteous Form we 
ſaw them caſt in; ſeem'd deſign'd a Habitation for no 
Vice, nor no Decay; all I had conceiv'd of Angels, I 
conceived of them; true, tender, gentle, modeſt, gene- 
' rous, conſtant, I thought was writ in every Feature; and 
1 in my Devotions, Heaven, how did I adore thee, that 
| Bleſſings like them ſhould be the Portion of ſuch inferior 
Creatures as I took myſelf, and all Men elſe (compared 
with them) to be———but where's that Adoration 
now ? — 5 
Lord Lowe. Tis with ſuch fond young Fools as you 
and I were then. _ | 
Sir Char. And with ſuch it will ever be. | 
Lord Lowe. Ever. The Pleaſure is ſo great, in believing 
. Women to be what we wiſh them; that nothing but a 
long and ſharp Experience can ever make.us think them 
otherwiſe. That Experience, Friend, both you and I have 
had, but yours has been at other Men's Expence; mine 
at my own. th 3 
Sir Char. Perhaps you'd wonder, ſhou'd you find me 
diſpoſed to run the Riſque of that Experience too. 8 
Lord Lowe. I ſhou'd indee1. N | 
Sir Char. And yet tis poſſible I may, I know at leaſt, 
I have ſo much of my early Folly left, to think, there's 
yet one Woman fit to make a Wife of: How far ſuch a 
one can anſwer the Charms of a Miſtreſs, marry'd Men 
are ſilent in, ſo pals for that, I'd take my Chance ; 
but cou'd ſhe make a Home eaſy to her Partner, by letting 
him find there a chearful Companion, an agreeable Inti- 
mate, a uſeful Aſſiſtant, a faithful Friend, and (in its 
time perhaps) a tender Mother, ſuch Change of Life, 
from what I lead ſeems not unwiſe to think of. 
| | — 
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Lord Lowe. Not unwiſe to purchaſe, if to be had for 
Millions, but- | 
Sir- Char. But what? 
Lord Love. If the Reverſe of this ſhou'd chance to bs 
the bitter Diſappointment, what wou'd the Life be then! 
Sir Char. A damn'd one. ns 
Lord Love. And what Relief ? y 
Sir Char. A ſhort one; leave it, and return to that you 
left, if you can't find a better. | | . 
Tord Lowe. He ſays right. that's a Remedy, and a 
juſt one for if I ſell my Liberty for Gold, and I am 
| 7 paid in Braſs, ſhall I be held to keep the Bargain ? 
[Alide.] 2 | 
Sir Char. What are you thinking of ? | 
Lord Lowe. Of what you have ſaid. 
Sir Char. And was it well ſaid ? 
Lord Love. I begin to think it might. 3 
Sir Char. Think on, twill give you Eaſe——the Man 
who has Courage enough to part with a Wife need. not 
much dread the having one; and he that has not, ought 
to tremble at being a Huſband But perhaps I have ſaid 
too much; you'll pardon, however, the Freedom of an 
old Friend; becauſe you know I am ſo; fo your Servant. 
e 5 | 3 LExit. 
Lord Love. Charles, farewel, I can take nothing as ill- 
meant that comes from you. Nor ought my Wife to 
think I mean amiſs to her; if 1 convince her I'll endure 
no longer that ſhe ſhould thus expoſe herſelf and me. 
No doubt twill grieve her ſorely. Phyſick's a loathſome 
Thing; till we find it give us Health, and then we are 
thankful to thoſe who made us take it. Perhaps ſhe may 
do ſo by me, if ſhe does tis well; if not, and ſhe reſolves 
to make the Houſe ring with Repriſals; I believe (tho' the 
Misfortune's great) he'l] make a better Figure in the World, 
who keeps an ill Wife out of Doors, than he that keeps 
her within. | | 


A 


ACT 
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AC rem &CENE I. 
Enter Lady Head piece and Mrs. Motherly. 


Lady Head, 8 2 are acquainted with Lady Arabella, 

Mrs. Moth. Oh, Madam, I have had the Honour to 
know her Ladyſhip almoſt from a Child, and a charming 
Woman ſhe has made. | | | 

Lady Head. I like her prodigiouſly ; I had ſome Ac- 
quaintance with her in the Country two years ago; but 
ſhe's quite another Woman here. | 

Mrs. Moth. Ah, Madam, two Years keeping Company 
with the polite People of the Town will do Wonders 
in the Improvement of a Lady, ſo ſhe has it but about 
her. : 


Lady Head. Now 'tis my Misfortune, Mrs. Motherly, 5 


to come late to School. | 
Mrs. Moth. Oh ! don't be diſcouraged at that, Ma- 
dam, the Quickneſs of your Ladyſhip's Parts will eaſily 
recover your Loſs of a little Time. 
Lady Head. O! you flatter me! But I'll endeavour by 
Induſtry and Application to. make it up ;. ſuch Parts as I - - 
have ſhall not lie idle. My Lady Arabella has been fo 
good to offer me already her Introduction, to thoſe Aſ- 
ſemblies, where a Woman may ſooneſt learn to make her- 
ſelf valuable to every Body. | | 7 4 
Mrs. Moth. But her Huſband. [ Afde.] Her Ladyſhip, 
Madam, can indeed, better than any Body, introduce 
you, where every Thing, that accompliſhes a fine Lady, 
is practiſed to the laſt Perfection; Madam, ſhe herſelf is 
at the very tip-top..of it—'tis pity, poor Lady, ſhe ſhou'd 
meet with any Diſcouragements. 
Lady Head. Diſcouragements! from whence pray ? 
Mrs. Moth. From Home ſometimes ——my Loid a 
Lady Head. What does he do? | 
Mrs. Moth. But one ſhould not talk of People of Qua- 
lities Family-concerns. | 
Lady Head. O, no matter, Mrs. Motherly, as long as 
it goes no farther. My Lord, you were ſaying 
Mrs. -Moth. Why, my Lord, Madam, is a little hn - 
mourſome, they fay. | 
Lady Head. Humourſome ? + 


Mrs. 


* 
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Mrs. Moth. Ves, they ſay he's humourſome. 
Lady _ —_ A pray? 5 1 
Mrs. Moth. Why, if my poor I. haps does 
, Ray out at Night, may be four or five Heare . ate 
Bed, he'll be croſs. : | 5 
Lady Head. What, for ſuch a thing as that? 
Mrs. Moth. Ves, he'll be croſs ; and then, if ſhe hap- 
| pens, it may be, to be unfortunate at Play, and loſe x 
eat deal of Money, more than ſhe has to pay, then 
adam—— he'll ſnub. e 
Lady Head. Out upon him ! ſnub ſuch a Woman 28 


1 ſhe is? I can tell you, Mrs. Motherly, T that am but a 


Country Lady, ſhou'd Sir Francis take upon him to ſuub 
me, in London, he'd raiſe a Spirit wou'd make his Hair 
ſtand on end. WE 5 Js Gt 
Mrs. Moth. Really, Madam, that's the only way to 
deal wih m 7 il 


| Enter Miſs Betty. 
And here comes pretty Miſs Betty, that I believe will 
; 


never be made a Fool of, when ſhe's married. 
Mis Betty. No, by my troth won't I. What are you 
talking of my being marry'd, Mother? | 

Lady Head. No, Miſs; Mrs. Motherly was only ſaying 
8 a good Wife you wou'd make, when you were 
0 | | 


Miſs Betty. The ſooner it is try'd, Mother, the ſooner 


it will be known. Lord, here's the Colonel, Madam! 


Enter Colonel. 


Lady Head. Colonel, your Servant. 
Miſs Betty. Your Servant, Colonel. 


Col. Ladies, your moſt obedient———1TI hope, Ma- 


dam, the Town-air continues to agree with you ? 
Lady Head. Mighty well, Sir. | | 
Miſs Betty. Oh prodigious well, Sir. We have bought 
a new Coach, and an Ocean of new Clothes, and we are 
to go to the Play To-night, and To-morrow we go to 
the Opera, and next Night we go to the Aſſembly, and 
then the next Night after, we h | 
Lady Head. Softly, Miſs———Do you go to the Play 
To-night, Colonel? e | 
Col. I did not deſign it, Madam; but now I find there 


is to be ſuch good Company, I'll do myſelf the Hen, 
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(if you'll give me leave, Ladies) to come and lead you 
to your Coach. 

Lady Head. It's extremely obliging. | 

Miſs Betty. It is indeed mighty well-bred. Lord! 
Colonel, what a Difference there is between your way and 
our Country Companions ; one of them would have ſaid, 
What you are aw gooing to the Play-houſe then ? Yes, 
fays we, won't you come and lead us out? No, by good 
Fegging, ſays he, ye ma' e'en ta* Care o' yourſells, y'are 
awd enough; and ſo he'd ha“ gone to get drunk at the 
Tavern againſt we came home to Supper. | 
Mrs. Moth. Ha, ha, ha! well, ſure Madam, your 
Ladyſhip is the happieſt Mother in the World, to have 
ſuch a charming Companion to your Daughter. i 

Col. The prettieſt Creature upon Earth | | 

Miſs Betty. D'ye hear that, Mother? Well, he's a 
fine Gentleman really, and I think a Man of admirable 
denſe. | | 

Lady Head. Softly, Miſs, he'll er 

Miſs Betty. If he does, Madam, he'll think I ſay true, 
and he'll like me never the worſe for that, I hope. 
Where's your Niece, Martilla, Mrs. Motherly * Mama, 
won't you carry Martilla to the Play with us? 

Lady Head. With all my Heart, Child. 

Col. She's a very pretty civil ſort of a Woman, Madam, 
and Miſs will be very happy in having ſuch a Companion 
in the Houſe with her. I 

Miſs Betty. So I ſhall indeed, Sir, and I love her dearly 
already, we are growing very great together. Fel. 

Lady Head. But what's become of your Brother, 
Child ? I han't ſeen him theſe two Hours, where is he ? 

Mils Betty. Indeed, Mother, I don't know where he 
is; I ſaw him aſleep about half an Hour ago by the Kit- 
chen Fire, : „ . | 

Col. Muſt not he go to the Play too? 7 

Lady Head. Yes, I think he ſhou'd go, tho* he'll be 
weary on't, before it's half done. | 

Miſs Betty. Weary ? yes; and then he'll fit, and yawn, 
and ſtretch like a Greyhound by the Fire-fide, till he 
does ſome naſty thing or other, that they'll turn him out 
of the Houſe, ſo it's better to leave him at Home. | 
Mrs. Moth. O, that were pity, Miſs. Plays will en- 
22 him ſee, here he comes, and my Niece with 

m, | | | 


Ul Enter 


| & Ladies are all going to the Play, and wanted you to help 
to gallant them. a, 


| your Mouth yet, at leaſt tis all about the Brims of it. 


— 


not. Vou may ſtay here till your Father comes home 


you are not a well -behav'd young Woman; and altho' 


not too big to be whipt. 
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| Enter Squire Humphry and Martilla. 
Col. Your Servant; Sir; you come in good time, the 


" Squire Humph. And ſo twill be nine o'Clock; befor 
one ſhall get any Supper. £3. 
_ Miſs Betty. Supper! why your Dinner is not out of 


See how greaſy his Chops is, Mother. 
Lady Head. Nay, if he han't a Mind to go, he need 


from the Parliament-houſe, and then you may eat a broi' 
Bone together. TIES LET 
Mis Betty. Yes, and drink a Tankard of Strong. beer 
together; and then he may tell you all he has been doing 
in the Parliament-houſe, and you may tell him all yon 
have been thinking of when you were aſleep, in the Kit. 
chen: and then if you'll put it all down in Writing, 
when we come from the Play, I'll read it to the Com- 
pany. | | 


Squire Humph. Siſter, 1 don't like your joking, and 
my Mother encourages you, my Thoughts are, you are 


Miſs Betty. How, Sirrah ? IDES kd: 

Squire Humph. There's a civi] young Gentlewoman 
ſtands there, is worth a hundred of you. And I believe 
ſhe'll be marry'd before you. 

Miſs Betty. Cots my Life, I have a good Mind to pull 
your Eyes out- 

Lady Head. Hold, Miſs, hold, don't be in ſuch a Paſ- 
ſion neither. : EE N 

Miſs Betty Mama, it is not that I am angry at any 
thing he ſays to commend Martilla, for I with ſhe were 
to be marry'd To-morrow, that I might have a Dance at 
her Wedding ; but what need he abuſe me for? I wiſh 
the Lout had Mettle enough to be in Love with her, ſhe'd 
make pure Sport with him. [ 4/ide.} Does your Heavinels 
find any Inclinations moving towards the Lady you ad: 
mire ? Speak ! are you in Love with her ? | | 
Squire Humph. 1 am in Love with; no body; and if 
any body be in Love with me, mayhap they had as good be 
quiet, STEEP | : | " Mi 
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Miſs Betty. Hold your Tongue, I'm quite ſick of you. 
Come, Martilla, you are to go to the Play with us. 

Mart. Am I, Miſs ? IT am ready to wait upon you. 


Colonel, is not it? 


Lady Head. Conie then; who is there? 


Enter Servant. 


Is the Coach at the Door? 1 - | 
Serv. It has been there this hafe Haur, ſo pleaſe your 
Miſs Betty. And are all the People in the Streets gazing. 
Wy at it, Tom UG bad es wat IN 

1 Serv. That are they, Madam; and Roger has drank. 

on bo much of his own Beveridge, that he's ev'n as it were 

it. gotten a little drunk. 2 . 55 

iT, Lady Head. Not ſo drunk, I hope, but that he can 

551 drive us? 3 | | | 15 

T Serv. Yes, yes, Madam, he drives beſt when he's a 


nd WM little upiſh. When - Roger's Head turns, raund go the 


1 


hy WW Wheels, i'faith. | | 
Ire Miſs Betty. Never fear, Mama, as long as it's to the 
Play-houſe, there's no Danger. LES Ae 
Lady Head. Well, Daughter, ſince. you are ſo courage- 
an WI ous, it ſhan't be ſaid I make any Difficulty ; and if the 
ere Colonel is fo gallant, to have a Mind to ſhare our Dan- 
ger, we have Room for him, if he pleaſes. 1 
uil WW. Cl. Madam, you do me a great deal of Honour, and 
I'm ſure you give me a great deal of Pleaſure. 


aſ⸗ Miſs Betty. Come, dear Mama, away we go. [Ex- | 


eunt all but Squire, Martilla, and Mrs. Motherly. 
ny Squire Humph.' I did not think you wou'd have gone. 
ere 17 Martilla.] 


at Mart. O, I love a Play dearly. | Exit. 
ſh. Mrs. Moth. I wonder, Squire, that you wou'd not go 


e d to the Play with 'em. ; 3 | 
jeſs Squire Humph. What needed Martilla have gone? they 
ad- were enow without her. £874 | 


Mrs. Moth. O, ſhe was glad to go to divert herſelf 


if and beſides, my Lady deſir'd her to go to with them. 

| be Squire Humph. And fo I am left alone. 
Mrs. Moth. Why, ſhou'd you have car'd for her Com- 

lis Pony ? | 

Squire 


Lady Head. I believe it's time we ſhould be going; | 
Col. Yes, Madam, I believe it is. Fil 


won't agree with you. 


2 1 * 
p * * 
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Squire Humpb. Rather than none. 

Mrs. Moth. On my Conſcience, he's ready to ; thi 
is Matter to think of: but here comes Sir Francis 
TT IN 
Enter Sir Francis. : 


= 
How do you do, I'm afraid theſe late Parliament Houn 
Sir Fran. Indeed, I like them not, Mrs. Motherly ; if 
they wou'd dine at Twelve o'Clock, as. we do in the 
Country, a Man might be able to drink a reaſonable Bot- 
tle between that and Supper-time. | | 
Mrs. Moth. That would be much better indeed, Sir 
Sir Fran. But then when we conſider that what we 
undergo, is in being buſy for the Good of our Country. 
——0O, the Good of our Country is above all Things; 
what a noble and glorious Thing it is, Mrs. Motberh, 
that England can boaſt of five hundred zealous Gentlemen, 
all in one Room, all of .one Mind, upon a fair Occaſion, 
to go all together by the Ears forthe Good ef their Country 
—— Humphry, perhaps you'll be a Senator in time, as 
your Father is now; when you are, remember your Coun- 
try; ſpare nothing for the Good of your Country; and 
when you come home, at the End of the Seſſions, you 
will find yourſelf ſo adored, that your Country will 
come and dine with you every Day in the Week. O, 
here s my Uncle Richard. | 


Enter Uncle Richard. 


| Mrs. Moth. I think, Sir, I had beſt get you a Mouth- | 
ful of ſomething to ſtay your Stomach till Supper. -[ Exit. 
Sir Fran. With all my Heart, for I'm almoſt fa- 


_ miſh'd, - 


Squire Humph. And fo ſhall I before my Mother 
comes from the Play-houſe, fo I'll go and get a butter'd 
Toaſt. * . EM | DLExit. 

Sir Fran. Uncle, I hope you are well. 

: Unc. Rich. Nephew, if J had been ſick, I would not 
have come abroad; I ſuppoſe you are well, for I ſent this 
Morning, and was informed you went out early; was it 
to make your Court to ſome of the great Men ? 


cir Fran. Ves, Uncle, I was advis'd to boſe no Time, 
{- 1 went to one Great Man, whom 1 had never ſeen be- 


4 | 

_ | 33 ban 

| "Vac: Rich. And who had you. ot to introduce you? 
dir Fran. No body; I remember'd I had heard a 


ſelf. 1 1 | 
Unc. Rich. As how, I pray? 

Sir Fran. Why thus, Uncle; Pleaſe 

ſays I, I am Sir Francis Headpiece of 


Gobble-Guinea. Sir, your humble Servant, ſays my 
am very glad your Borough has made choice of ſo worthy 


And tho' I know you have not any very great Opinion of 
my Parts, I believe you won't ſay I miſs'd it now. 
Unc. Rich. I hope I ſhall have no Cauſe. 2 


fir beer My. e, fays 1; J Ji not Gefen to fo 


ſpeak if I have any Service to command you, I will. 
Unc. Rich. S. a 8 | | 


it's a little aut at Elbows ;: and as I deſire to ſerve my 


accept of a Place at Court. 


Unc. Rich. This was bold indeed. | my 
Sir Fran. T'cod, I ſhot him flying, Uncle; another 


Man would have been a Month before he durſt have 
open'd his Mauth about a Place. But you ſhall hear. 
th. WM > Francis, ſays my Lord, what ſort of a Place may 
#7 you have turned your Thoughts upon? My Lord, ſays I, 


"i Beggars muſt not be Chooſers; but ſome Place about: a 

thouſand a Year, I believe might do pretty well to begin 
Kor with, Sir , Francis, ſays he, I ſhall be glad to ſerve you 
er in any thing I can; and in ſaying theſe Words he gave 
t. me a Squeeze by the Hand, as much as to ſay, I'll do 


your Buſineſs. And ſo he turn'd to a Lord that 

there, who look'd as if he came for a Place too, 
Unc. Rich. And ſo your Fortune's made. 
Sir Fran. Don't you think ſo, Uncle? 
| | | | Unc. 
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wiſe Man ſay, My Son, be bold; fol introduced my- : 


our Lordſhip... 
: 75 eadpiece-Hall, 
and Member of Parliament for the ancient Borough of 


Lord, tho“ I bave not the Honour to know your Per- 
ſon, I have heard you are a very honeſt Gentleman, and I 


a Repreſentative; have you any Service to command me? 
Thoſe laſt Words, Uncle, gave me great Encouragement; 


any thing to your Lordſhip To- day, about Buſineſs ;. but 
ince your Lordſhip is ſo kind and free, as to bid — 8 


Sir Fran. I have, ſays I, my Lord, a good Eftate, but ? 
King, as well as my Country, I ſhall be very willing to 2 


8 
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Years a 


Uncle. 
Unc. Rich. Nor 1 aan 


* 


ever ſo much. 


' Unc. Rich. And — 3 may they! have done then To-day, \ 


I pray? 
Sir Fran. Why truly, Uncle, I cannot well tell what 


they did. But I'll tell you what I We i to. 


make a little ſort of a Miſtake. Bon esse 
Unc. Rich. How was that ? 


Sir Fran. Why you muſt know, Uncle, A we 2 
ge Argument for the Good of 


got into a ſort of a hodge- 
the Nation, Which 1 did not well underſtand; however, I 
was convinc'd, and ſo reſolv'd to vote aright according to 
my Conſcience; but they made ſuch a puzzling Buſineſs 
on't, when they put the Pn 7 call it, that, 


I believe, I cry'd Ay, when 
a ſort of a Jacobite that ſat 2 e, took me by the Hand, 


and ſaid, Sir, You are a Man ef Hodour, and a true 


Engliſbman, and I ſhould be glad to be better acquaint- 
ed with you, and ſo he pull'd me along with the Croud 


into the Lobby with him, when, I believe, I ſhould have | 


- ſaid where I was. 
Unc. Rich. And fo, if you had not quite made. your 


Fortune before, you have clench'd it now. Ah, thou 
Head of the e 4 LA. . How Now, what $ the 
Matter here? 58 | 


Enter Lady Headpices, Sc. in ede, ſome diry, fame | 


lame, ſome bloody. 
Sir Fran. Mercy on us! they are all kill d. 5 
Miſs Betty. Not for a thouſand Pounds; but we bare 
been all down in the Dirt together. 


Lady Head. We have had a ſad Pres of Mts on t, | 
Sir Francis, overturn'd in the Channel, as we were going | 


to the Playhouſe. _ 
IMiſs Betty. Over and. over, Papa; ; had it. 5 2 


ing from the Playhouſe, I ſhould not have card a Far- 
thing. . 


285 Ds 


8 Rich, Ves, for juſt ſo mine was eee 
Sir . Why, I never 1 8 you had A Place, 


n m Faith, N 
But you have been down at the 1 ouſe nce you made your 
Court, have not you? | 
Sir Fran. O yes; I would not neglect the Houſe, for 


7 — cry id No; for 


— 2 LS A625 „ 3 * cn” * 
* * — * 
7 2 
gn” »# 4 


A JOURNEY TO LONDON. 193 

Sir Fran, But, Child, you are hurt, your Face is all 
loody. ; | 
, Nil Betty. O Sir, my new Gown 1s all dirty. 

Lady Head. The new Coach is all ſpoil' d. 

Miſs Betty. The Glaſſes are all to Bits. | 

Lady Head. Roger has put out his Arm. | 

Miſs Betty. Would he had put out his Neck, for mak+ 
ing us loſe the Play. bn 0 | 
Squire Humph. Poor Martilla has ſcratch'd her little 
Finger. | T9 

Lady Head. And here's the poor Colonel; no body 
aſks what he has done. I hope, Sir, you have got no 
Harm ? 
- Col. Qnly a little wounded with ſome Pins I met with 
about your Ladyſhip. | 50 | 

Lady Head. I am ſorry any thing about me ſhould do 
you Harm. | ; | 

Col. If it does, Madam, you have that about you, if 
you pleaſe, will be my Cure. I hope your Ladyſhip feels 
nothing amiſs ? Re. | x 

Lady Head. Nothing at all, tho* we did roll about to- 
cether ſtrangely. | 

Col. We did indeed. I'm ſure we roll'd fo, that my 
poor Hands were got once I don't know where they 
** got. But her Ladyſhip I ſee will paſs by Slips. 
27 > 4 read 5 | 

Sir 3 It would have been pity the Colonel ſhould 
have received any Damage in his Services to the Ladies; 
he is the moſt complaiſant Man to em, Uncle; always 
ready when they have Occaſion for him. 
Unc. Rich. Then I believe, Nephew, they'll never let 
him want Buſineſs. 5 i | 

Sir John. O, but they ſhou'd not ride the free Horſe to 
Death neither. Come, Colonel, you'll ſtay and drink 4 
Bottle, and eat a little Supper with us, after your Miſ- 
fortune? 5 | | 

Col. Sir, fince I have been prevented from attending 
the Ladies to the Play, I ſhall be very proud to obey their 
Commands here at honie. 

Sir Fran, A prodigious civil Gentleman, Uncle; and 
yet as bold as Alexander, upon Occaſion. 

Unc. Rich. Upon a Lady's Occaſion. 

Sir Fran. Ha, ha, you are a Wag, Uncle; but I be- 
lieve he'd ſtorm any thing. „ 

Unc. Rich. Then I — your Citadel may be in 
Danger. [Afide.) 
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In your Ear 


Court, of a Thouſand a Year, he, hem. =  { Exeunt, 


Lady Ara. 
up all Night; loſe all one's Money, and then 


g 
* % 
\ Pg 


w” 


Sir Fran. Uncle, . won't you break .your Rule for once, 


and ſup from Home? 


VUnc. Rich. The Company will excuſe me, Nephew, 


they'll be freer without me; ſo Goodnight to them and 
.you. | | 5 


Lady Head. Good - night to you, Sir, ſince you Wat 
ſtay: Come, Colonel. 1 
- Unc. Rich. Methinks this facetious Colonel is got up- 


on a pretty, familiar, eaſy Foot already with. the Family 
of the Headpieces | 


; hum. [A4/ide.} . 

Sir Fran. Come, my Lady, let's all in, and paſs the 
Evening chearfully. And, d'ye hear, Wife a Word 
I have got a Promiſe of a Place in 


"F T9 0 * 3 
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ACT IV. SCENE T1. 


Enter Lady Arabella, as juſt up, walking penſively to her 
OO” Toilet, fulbw'd by Tru. 


TOES. 1, ſure never oman had ſuch 
Luck theſe deviliſh Dice !-— Sit 
how 
like a Hag I look. [ Sits. at her Toilet, turning her Purſ 


inſide out.] Not a Guinea — worth leſs by a hundred 


Pounds than I was at one o'Clock this Morning——and 
then———1 was worth nothing——what is to be done, 


Truſty. 


Truſ. T wiſh T were wiſe enough to tell you, Madam; 
but if there comes in any good Company to Breakfaſt with 
750 Ladyſhip, perhaps you may have a Run of better 
— . -- e f 5 

Lady Ara. But I han't a Guinea to try my Fortune 
let me ſee——who was that impertinent Man, that was fo 
ſaucy laſt Week about Money, that I was forc'd to pro- 
miſe, once more, he ſhou'd have what 1 ow'd him this 


Morning? 


Truſ. O, I remember, Madam; it was your old Mer- 


cer Short-yard, that you turn'd off a Year ago, becauſe 


he would truſt you no longer. | | 
Lad Ara. That's true; and I think I bid the * 
; 25 3 e e ber 


quick 


believe he'll beat him 


full drive, but I'll lock him out. 8 
| 1 IL a 5 2-3 Lady | 


/ 


keep the thirty Guineas out of ſome Money he was paying 


me to ſtop his odious Mouth. PE 
'Truſ. Your Ladyſhip did ſo. Mo te i 
Lady Ara. Pr'ythee, Truſty, run and fee whether the 
Wretch has got the Money yet; if not, tell the Steward, 
I have Occation for it myſelf; run quickly. [Truſty 
runs to the Door. ] N | | IP 
Truſ. Ah, Madam, he's juſt paying it away now in the 
all. 8 Wk | 5 Wh 
22 Ara Stop him! quick, quick, dear Trufly, — 
-T 10 
Mos. Lwithin.] I'll come preſently. 3 
Truſ. Preſently won't do, you mult come this Momen 
Mon. I'm but juſt paying a little Money. 
Truſ. Cods my Life, paying Money, is the Man diſ- 


tracted? Come here, I tell you, to my Lady this Moment, 


quick. ¶ Money- bag comes to the Door with a Purſe in 
Hand.] My Lady ſays, you muſt not pay the Money 
To-day, there's a Miſtake in the Account, which ſhe muſt. 
examine; and ſhe's afraid too there was a falſe Guinea or 
two left in the Purſe, which might diſgrace her. [Tawitches 
the Purſe from him.) But ſhe's too buſy to look for em 
juſt now, ſo you mult bid Mr. What-d'ye-call-'em come 
another time. There they are, Madam. [Gives her the 


Money.] The poor Things were ſo. near gone, they made 


me tremble ; I fancy your Ladyſhip will give me one of 
thoſe falſe Guineas for good Luck. [Tales a Guinea. 
Thank you, Madam. |; TEN, e 

Lady Ara. Why, I did not bid you take it. 

Truſ. No, but your Ladyſhip look'd as if you were 


| juſt going to bid me; ſo I took it to ſave your Ladyſhip the 


Trouble of ſpeaking. | 
Lady Ara. Well, for once——but hark——I think: I 
hear the Man making a Noiſe yonder. | 
Truſ. Nags I. don't expect he'll go out of the Houſe 
quietly. I'Il liſten. [Goes to the Door. ; 
Lady Ara. Do. | ; 
« Truſ. He's in a bitter Paſſion with poor Money-bag ; I 
Lord, how he ſwears | 
Lady Ara. And a ſober Citizen too ! that's a ſhame. 
Truſ. He fays, he will ſpeak with you, Madam, tho' 
the Devil held your Door 


. Hem, hem, Mr. Monęy-bag, a Word with you 


Lord. he's coming hither 


: ' 
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ir Lady Ara. No matter, let him come ; I'll reaſon with 
im. i | 


Truſ. But he's a ſaucy Fellow for all that. 
| Enter Short-yard. 


What wou'd you have, Sir! 
Short. I wou'd have my Due, Miſtreſs, | | 
- © Truſ. That wou'd be to be well cudgel'd, Maſter, 
for coming ſo familiarly, where you ſhou'd not come. 
Lady Ara. Do you think you do well, Sir, to intrude 
into my Dreſſing-room? „ "gp 
Short. Madam, 1 fold my Goods to you in your Dref. 
1 I don't know why I mayn't aſk for my Money 
there. | 8 | . Ss 
Lady Ara. You are very ſhort, Sir. | 75 
Short. Your Ladyſhip won't complain of my Patience 
being ſo ? 7 $5 eo 
Lady Ara. I complain of nothing, that ought not to 
be complained of; but I hate Ill-manners. 1 | 
Short. So do I, Madam but this 1s the ſeventeenth 
Time I have been order'd to come, with Goed-manners 
for my Money, to no purpoſe. \ FRY 
Lady Ara. Your Money, Man! Is that the Matter? 
Why it has lain in the Steward's Hands this Week for you, 
Short. Madam, you yourſelf appointed me to come this 
very Morning for it. | F 5 
Lady Ara. But why did you come ſo late then ? 
Short. So late! I came ſoon enough, 1 thought. 
Lady Ara. That thinking wrong, makes us liable to 2 
World of Diſappointments: If you had thought of com- 
ing one Minute ſooner, you had had your Money. 
Sbort. Gad bleſs me, Madam; I had the Money as I 
thought, I'm ſure it was telling out, and I was writing 2 
| Receipt for't. 5 Pe 
Fru. Why there you thought wrong again, Maſter. 
Lady Ara. Yes, for you ſhou'd never think of writing 
a Receipt till the Money is in your Pocket. 
+» Short, Why I did think *twas in my Pocket. 
Truſ. Look you, thinking again. Indeed, Mr. Short. 
ard, you make fo many Blunders, *tis impoſſible but you 
muſt ſuffer by it, in your Way of Trade, I'm ſorry for 
you, and you Il be undone. 5 
Short. And well I may, wherFT fell my Goods to Peo- 


File that won't pay me for em, till the Intereſt of u 


Money 


what you ta 


be Man muſt have to be in ſuch a Paſſion. 
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Money eats out all my Profit: I ſold them ſo cheap, be- 
cauſe I thought I ſhou'd be paid the next> Day. RO TR 

Truſ. Why there again! there's another of your 
Thoughts; paid the next Day, and you han't been paid 
this Twelvemonth, you ſee. | ; 

Short. Oons, I han't been paid at all, Mitre, - _. 

Lady Ara. Well, Tradeſmen are ſtrange unreaſonable 
Creatures, refuſe to ſell People any more Things, and then 
quarrel with 'em becauſe they don't pay for thoſe they 
have had already. Now what can you ſay to that, Mo. 
Short-yard ? | | „ 
Short. hays Why Sdeath, Madam, I don't know 

k of, I don't underſtand your Argument. 

Lady Ara. Why, what do you underſtand, Man ? | 

Short. Why, I underſtand that I have had above a hun- 
dred Pounds due to me, a Year ago; that I came, by Ap- 
ointment, juſt now to receive it: that it prov'd at laſt to 

but Thirty inſtead of a Hundred and Ten; and that 
while the Steward was telling even that out, and I was 


writing the Receipt, come Mrs. Pop here, and the Money 


was gone. But Lil be banter'd no longer, if there's Law 


in England. Say no more, Short- ard, | Ex. 
Truſ. What a Paſſion the poor Devil's in! | 
Lady Ara. Why truly one can't deny but he has ſome 


preſent Cauſe for a little Ill-humour, but when one has 
Things of ſo much greater Conſequence on foot, one can't 
trouble one's ſelf about making ſuch. Creatures eaſy; ſo 


call for Breakfaſt, Trufty, and ſet the Hazard-table ready; 
if there comes no Company, I'II play a little by myſelf, 


Enter Lord Loverule. 
Lord Lowe. Pray what Offence, Madam, have you 


given to a Man I met with juſt now as I came in? 


Lady Ara. People who are apt to take Offence, do it 


for ſmall Matters, you know. £ 

Lord Lowe. I ſhall be glad to find this ſo; but he ſays 
you have ow'd him above a hundred Pounds this Twelve- 
month; that he has been here forty Times by Appoint- 
ment for it, to no Purpoſe; and that coming here this 
Morning upon poſitive Aſſurance from yourſelf, he was 
trick'd out of the Money, while he was writing a Receipt 
for it, and ſent away without a Farthing 

Lady Ara. Lord, how theſe Shopkeepers will lye! _ 

Lord Lowe. What then is the Bulineſs ? for ſome Ground 


. 


I 3 | Lady 
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Lady Ara. I believe you'll rather wonder to ſee me 
calm, when I tell you, he had the Inſolence to intrude into 
my very Dreſſing- room here, with a Story without a Head 
or Tail; yon know, Trufty, we cou'd not underſtand one 
Word he ſaid, but when ne ſwore-- Good Lord ! how 
the Wretch did ſwear | 
* Truf. I never heard the like for my Part. 

Lord Lowe. And all this for nothing 
b Lady Ara. So it proved, my Lord, for le got nothing 
| it; 

"Lord Lowe. His Swearing I ſuppoſe was for his Mo- 
ney, Madam. Who can blame him ? 7 7 
Lady Ara. If he ſwore for Money, he ſhould be put in 
the Pillory. 8 3 „ 
Lord Lowe. Madam, I won't be banter'd, nor ſued by 
this Man for your Extravagancies : Do you owe him the 


Lady Ara. He ſays I do, but ſuch Fellows will ſay 
any thing. PS | 

Lord Lowe. Provoking ! [ Aide.) Did not I deſire an 
Account from you, of all your Debts, but fix Mor ths 
ſince, and gave you Money to clear them? 

Lady Ara. My Lord, you can't imagine how Accounts 
make my Head ache. \ - 
Tord Lowe. That won't do. The Steward gave you 
= hundred Pounds beſides, but laſt Week; where's 
that? EN, | F 
Lady Ara. Gone 
Lord Lowe. Gone! where? E 
Lady Ara. Half the Town over I believe by this Time. 
Lock Lowe. Madam, Madam, this can be endured no 
longer, and before a Month paſſes expect to find me—— 

Lady Ara. Hiſt, my Lord, here's Company. 


Enter Captain Toupee. 


Captain Toupee, your Servant: What, no body with you? 
do you come quite alone ? | 
Capt. *Slifeg I thought to find Company enough here. 
My Lord, your Servant. What a deuce, you look as if 
you had been up all Night. I'm ſure I was in Bed but 
three Hours; I wou'd you'd give me ſome Coffee. 
: Lady Ara. Some Coffee there; Tea too, and Choco- 
late. | | | 
Capt. [Singing a Minuet and dancing.) Well, what 4 
. ſtrange Fellow am I to be thus briſk, after loſing - my 
* | oney 


* 


to 
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Money laſt Night but upon my Soul you look ſadly. 
Lady Ara. No matter for that, if you'll let me win a 
little of your Money this Morning. e 

Capi. What, with that Face? Go, go waſh it, go waſh 
it, and put on ſome handſome-things ; you look'd a good 


| Jkely Woman laſt Night ;-I-wow'd not much have cared 


if you had run five hundred Pounds in my Debt; but if 
Iplay with you this Morning, T'gad I'd adviſe you to win; 


for I won't: take your- perſonal Security at preſent for a 
Guinea. 5 


Lord Love. To what a nauſeous Freedom do Women 
of Quality of late admit theſe nog Fops ! and there's 
a Morning Exerciſe will give em Claim to greater Free- 
doms ſtill, [ Points: to the Hazard Table.) Some Courſe 
maſt be taken. By | Exit. 
Capt. What, is my Lerd gone? He looked methought 
as if he did not delight much in my Company. Well, 
Peace and Plenty attend him for your Ladyſhip's Sake, 
and thoſe who have now and then the Honour to 
win a hundred Pounds of you, [ Goes to the Table ſinging. 
and throws.:] | | | 

Lady Ara. [Twitching the Box from him.] What, do 
you intend to win all the Money upon the Table——Se- - 
yen's the Main Set me a Million, Toupee. 

Capt. I ſet you two, my Queen — Six to Seven. 

Lady Ara. Six the World's my own, 

Both. Ha, ha, ha! 12 8 N 

Lady Ara. O that my Lord had but Spirit enough about 
him, to let me play for a thouſand Pounds a Night 
But here comes Country Company | 


| Emer Lady Headpiece, Miſs Betty, Mrs. Motherly, and 


Colonel Courtly. 


Your Servant, Madam, Good-morrow to you. 

Lady Head. And to you, Madam. We are come te 
Breakfaſt with you. Lord, are you got to thoſe pretty 
things already? [ Points to the Dice.) 

Lady Ara. You ſee we are not ſuch idle Folks in Town 
as you Country Ladies take us to be ; we are no ſooner 


out of. our Beds, but we are at our Work. 


Miſs Betty. Will dear Lady Arabella give us leave, 
Mother, to do a Stitch or two with her? [ Takes the Box 
and threws.)J I ' 

Capt. The pretty lively Thing! a 

Lay Ara. With all her Heart; what ſays your Mama 

14 e Lady 
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Capt. There's two for you Mis. 


—— — 1 


Lady Head. She ſays ſhe don't love to fit with her Handy 
before her, when other People's are employ'd. 
Capt. And this is the prettieſt little ſociable Work 
Men and Women can all do together at it. 15 
Lady Head. Colonel, you are one with us, are you not! 
Lady Ara. O, I'll anſwer for him, he'll be out at 0. 
thuns. | | | 
Capt. In a facetious way; he is the politeſt Perſon ; he 
will loſe his Money to the Ladies fo civilly, and will win 
theirs with ſo much Good-breeding ; and he will be ſo 
\ modeſt to em before Company, and ſo, impudent to em 
in a dark Corner. Ha! Colonel! | | 
Lady Head. So I found him, I'm ſure, laſt Night 
Mercy on me, an Ounce of Virtue leſs than 1 had, and 


Sir Francis had been nndone. 


Capt. Colonel, I ſmoke you. Th, Cn SS BITE LE 
Col. And a fine Character you give the Ladies of me, 
to help me. 7 1 
Capt. I give em juſt the Character of you they like, 
modeft and brave. Come, Ladies, to Buſineſs; look to 
our Money, every Woman her Hand upon her Purſe. 
Miſs Betty. Here's mine, Captain. | 
Capt. O the little foft Velvet one— yn it's as full 


3 Come, Lady Blow/e, rattle your Dice, an away with 'em. 


Lady Ara. Six at all Five to She Five 
Eight at all again Nine to Eight. Nine 


Enter Sir Francis - and Hands gazing at mn. 


Seven's the Main at all for ever. [J. brows out.) 
Miſs Betty. Now, Mama, let's fee what you can do, 


þ [ Lazy Headpiece takes the Box.] 


Lady Head. Well, Tl warrant you, Daughter 
Miſs Betty. If you do, I'II follow a good Example. 
Lady Head. Eight's the Main——don't ſpare me, Gen- 
tlemen, I fear you not have at you all ———-$eyen to 
Eight. Seren. | he DOE WIPE ee 
Capt. Eight, Lady, Eight—Five Pounds if you pleaſe, 
Lady Ara. Three, Kinſwoman. n 
Cot. Two, Madam. | Ree EY | 
Miſs Betty. And one for Miſs, Mama——and now 
let's ſee what I can do: [A/ide.} If I ſhou'd win enough 
this Morning to buy me another new Gown——0O bless 
me! there they go Seven — come, Captain, ſet 
me boldly, T want to be at a Handful. | 


( 


Miſs 


O- 


W Ss © a” 


have Miſs cheated. 


the Company, and abuſe the Gentleman thus? 


Francis? 


ſome Plumb- cake, hot Rolls, and a Cup of ſtrong Beer; 
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Miſs Betty. I'll at em, tho' I die for't. 
Sir Frau. Ah, my poor £6 ah take care. [Runs to 
flop the 7. brow.) | 

Miſs Betty. There. 

Capt. Out——twenty Pounds, young Lady. 

Sir Fran. Falſe Dice, Sir. 

Capt. Falſe Dice, Sir? I ſcorn your Words twenty 
Pounds, Madam. 

Miſs Betty. Undone, Hail 

Sir Fran. She ſhan't Pay you a Farthing, Sir; 5 15 won t 


Capt. Cheated, Sir? ; 
Lady Head. What do you mean, Sir „ to diſturb 


Sir Fran, I mean to be in a Paſſion. 
Lady Head. And why will you be in a Paſſion, Sir 


Sir Fran. Becauſe I came here to Breakfaſt with my 
Lady there, before I went down to the Houſe, expecting 
to find my Family ſet round a civil Table with her, upon 


inſtead of which, I find theſe good Women ſtaying their 
Stomachs with a Rox and Dice, and that Man there, with 
the ſtrange Perriwig, making a good hearty Meal upon my 
Wife and 9 


Cetera deſunt. 
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Written by 
Sir JH VAN BRU OCH and Mr. CIBBER. 


uit Tanquam Vicina Mariti. Juv. Sat. VI. in | 


MA U E E N 


May it pleaſe your Majeſty, 


'L HE Engliſb THEATRE throws itſelf, with 
this Play, at your MAJESTY's Feet; for 
Favour and Support. 
As their public Diverſions are a ſtrong Indica- 
tion of the Genius of a People; the following 
Scenes are an Attempt to eſtabliſh ſuch, as are 
fit to entertain the Minds of a ſenſible Nation; 
and to wipe off that Aſperſion of Barbarity, 
which the Virtuoſi among our Neighbours have 
ſometimes thrown upon our Taſte. 


The Provo d Huſband, is, at leaſt, an Inſtance, 
that an Engliſh Comedy may, to an unuſual 
Number of Days, bring many Thouſands of his 


Majeſty's good Subjects together, to their Emo-— 
lument and Delight, with Innocence. And how- 
ever little Share of. that Merit my unequal Pen 
may pretend to, yet I hope the juſt Admirers of 
Sir John Vanbrugb will allow I have, at worſt, 
been a careful Guardian of. his Orphan Muſe, 
by leading it into your Mijefty's Royal Protection. 
The Deſign of this Play being chiefly to ex- 
poſe, and reform the hcentious Irregularities that, 
too often, break in upon the Peace and Happi- 
neſs of the married State; where could ſo ha- 
rardous and unpopular an Undertaking be ſecure, 
but in the Protection of a PRINCESS, whoſe ex- 
co — Virtues have 3 ſuch illuſ- 
trious 


ʒ CAT F.O WET: 
trious Proof, of what ſublime Felicity.” that 
holy-Seate-ts-capable ?*-- OT TT TR 
And though a Crown is no certain Title to- 
Content; yet to the Honour 'of that Inſtitution: 
be it ſaid, the Royal Harmony of Hearts that 
now enchants us from the Throne, is a Reproach 
to the frequent Diſquiet of thoſe: many inſenſible 
Subjects about it, who (from his Majeſty's pa- 
ternal Care of his People) have more Leiſure to 
be happy: And*tis our QyEEN's peculiar Glory, 
that we often ſee her as eminently rais'd above 
her Circle, in private Happineſs, as in Dignity. 
Let Heaven, Mapam, that has placed you 
on ſuch Height, to be the more conſpicuous : 
Pattern of your Sex, had till left your Happineſs - 
- 1mperfeCt, had it not given thoſe ineſtimable 
Treaſures -of your Mind, and Perſon, to the 
only Prince on Earth that could have deſerved 
them: A Crown receiv'd from any, but the 
happy Monareh's Hand, who inveſted you with 
this which you now adorn, had only ſeem'd the 
Work of Fortune: But Thus beſtow'd, the 
World acknowledges it the due Reward- of Pro- 
vidence, for one you once ſo gloriouſly refus'd. 
But as the Fame of ſuch elevated Virtue has 
lifted the plain Addreſſes of a whole Nation into 
Eloquence, the beſt repeated Eulogiums on that 
Theme, are but Intruſions on your Majeſty's 
greater Pleaſure of ſecreily deſerving them. I 
therefore beg leave to fubſcribe myſelf, 


May it pleaſe your MES Y, 
| Your MajesT vs moſt devoted, 
” Moſt Obedient, and 
Moſt humble Servant, : 
| CoLLty CIBBEK. 


R E A D E R. 


TAV ING taken upon me, in the Prologue to- 
II this Play. to give the Auditors ſome ſhort Ac- 
count of that Part of it which Sir n Fanbrugh left 


unfiniſh'd, and not thinking it adviſeable, in that Place, 


to limit their Judgment by ſo high a Commendation 
as I thought it deſerv'd ; I have therefore, for the 
SatisfaQtion of the Curious, printed the Whole of 
what he wrote, ſeparately, under the ſingle Title he 
gave it, of 4 Fourney to London, without preſuming 
to alter a Line. 1 | | 
Yer when I own, that in my laſt Converſation with 
him, (which chiefly turn'd upon what he had done to- 
wards a Comedy) he excus'd his not ſhewing it me, 
'till- he had review'd it, confeſſing the Scenes were 
yet undigeſted, too long, and irregular, particularly 
in the lower Characters, I have but one excuſe for 
publiſhing what he never deſign'd ſhould come into 
the World, as it then was, vig. 1 had no other way 
of taking thoſe many Faults to myſelf, which may 
be juſtly found in my preſuming to. finiſh it. | 
However, a judicious Reader will find in his Ori- 
ginal Papers, that the Characters are ſtrongly drawn, 
new, ſpirited, and natural, taken from ſenſible Ob- 
ſervations on high and lower Lite, and from a juſt In- 
dignation at the Follies in faſhion. All I could ga- 
ther from him of what he intended in the Cataftrophe 
was, that the Conduct of his imaginary fine Lady had 
ſo provok'd him, that he deſign'd actually to have 
made her Huſband turn her out of his Doors, But 
when his. Performance came; after his Deceaſe, to 
my Hands, I thought ſuch violent Meaſures, how- 
ever juſt they might be in real Life, were too ſevere 


TO THE READER; 
for Comedy, and would want the proper Surpriſe, 
which is due to the End of a Play. Therefore with 
much ado (and 'twas as much as I could do with Pro- 
bability) I preſerv'd the Lady's Chaſtity, that the 
. | ſenſe of her Errors might make a Reconciliation not 
impracticable; and I hope the Mitigation of her Sen- 
tence has been, ſince, juilifed by its Sueceſs. 
My Inclination to preſerve as much as poſſible of 
Sir. Vohn, 1 ſoon ſaw had drawn the whole into an 
unuſual length; the Reader will therefore find here 
a Scene ot two of the Lower Humour, that were 
left out after the firſt Day's preſentation. 3 
The Favour the Town has ſhewn to the higher Cha- 
racters in this Play, is a Proof, that their Tatte is not 
wholly vitiated, by the bar barous Entertainments that 
have been fo expenſively ſet off to corrupt it: But, 
while the Repetition of the beſt old Plays is apt to 
give Satiety, and good new ones fo fearce.a Commo- 
dity, we muſt not wonder, that the poor Actors are 
ſometimes forced to trade in Traſh for a Livelihood, 
I cannot yet take leave of the Reader, without en- 
deavouring to do Juſtice to thoſe principal Actors, 
who have ſo evidently contributed to the Support of 
this Comedy: And I wiſh | could feparate the Praiſes 
due to them, from the ſecret Vanity of an Author. 
For all I can ſay will ſtill infinuate, that they could 
not have fo highly excell'd, unleſs the Skill of the 
Writer had given them proper Occaſion. However, 
as I bad rather appear vain, than unthankful, I will 
venture to ſay of Mr. Wes, that, in the laſt Act, 
I never ſa any Paſſion take ſo natural a Poſſeſſion of 
an Actor, or any Actor take ſo tender a Poſſeſſion of 
his Auditors —— Mr Mills too, is conteſs'd by every 
Body, to have ſurpris'd them, by ſo far excelling 
bimſelf——Bnt there is no doing Right to Mrs. 
O4fie/d, without putiing People in mind of what 
others, of great Merit have wanted to come near 
her Tis not enough to ſay, ſhe Here Out-did 
| Her utval Exce/lence. I might therefore juſtly leave 
her to the conitant Admiration of thoſe ä 


H re | 

vho have the Pleaſure of living while ſhe is an Actreſs. 
But as this is not the only Time the has been the Life 
of what I have given the Public, ſo perhaps my ſay- 
ing a little more of ſo memorable an Actreſs, may 
give this Play a Chance to be read, when the People 


of this Age ſhall be Anceſtors May it therefore 
give Emulation to our Succeſſors of the Stage, to 
know, That to the ending of the Year 1727, a co-. 
temporary Comedian relates, that Mrs. Oldfield was 
then in her higheſt Excellence of Action, happy in 
all the rarely-found Requiſites, that meet in one Per- 
ſon to complete them for the Stage She was in 
Stature juſt rifing to that Height, where the Graceful 
can only begin to ſhew itſelf; of a lively Aſpect, and 
a Command in her Mien, that like the principal Fi- 
gure in the fineſt Paintings, firſt ſeizes, and longeſt 
delights the Eye of the Spectators. Her Voice was 
- ſweet, ſtrong, piercing, and melodious: her Pro- 
nunciation voluble, diſtinct, and muſical ; and her 
Emphaſis always placed where the Spirit of the Senſe, 
in her Periods, only demanded it. If the delighted 
more in the Higher Comic, than in the Tragic Strain, 
'twas becauſe the laſt is too often written in a lofty 
diſregard of Nature. But in Characters of modern 
practis'd Life, ſhe found Occaſions to add the parti- 
cular Air and Manner which diſtinguiſh'd the different 
Humours ſhe pre ſented. Whereas in Tragedy, the 
manner of ſpeaking varies, as little, as the blank 
Verſe it is written in — She had one peculiar Hap- 
pineſs from Nature, ſhe look'q and maintain'd the 
Agreeable at a Time, when other fine Women oaly 
raiſe Admirers by their Underſtanding The Spec- 
tator was always as much informed by her Eyes, as 
her Elocution; for the Look is the only Proof that 
an Actor rightly conceives what he utters, there being 
ſcarce an Inſtance, where the Eyes do their Part, that 
the Elocution is known to be faulty. The Qualities 
ſhe had acquired, were the Genteel and the Elegant. 
The one in her Air, and the other in her Dreſs, ne- 
ver had her Equal on the Stage; and the Ornaments 


ſhe 
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ſhe herſelf provided, (particularly in this Play) ſeemid 
in all: reſpects the Paraphernalia of a Woman of 

uvality. And of that Sort were the Characters ſhe 

- chiefly excelled in; but her natural good Senſe and 
lively Turn of Converſation made her Way ſo eaſy 
to Ladies of the higheſt Rank, that it is a leſs Won- 
der, if on the Stage ſhe ſometimes was, what might 
have become the fineſt Woman in real Life to have 
ſupported. | 
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Spoken by Mr. Wirkks. 


TH I'S Play took Birth from Principles of Truth, 
+ To make amends for Errors paſt, of Youth. © 

A Bard, that's now no more, in riper Days, 

Conſcious review'd the Licence of his Plays: 

And though Applauſe his. wanton. Muſe had fir d, 
Himſelf condemn'd what ſenſual Minds admir'd. 

At length, he own'd, that Plays ſhould let you ſee, » 
Not only, What you are, but ought to be; 
Though Vice was natural, 'twas never meant, 


The Stage ſhould ſhew it, but for Puniſhment |! 


Warm with that Thought, his Muſe once more took Flames. 


Reſolu'd to. bring licentious kife to Shame. 

Such was the Piece his lateft Pen defign'd, . 

But left no Traces of his Plan behind. 

Luxuriant Scenes, unprun'd, or half contriv'd; 

Yet, through the Majs, his Native Fire ſurviv'd :: 

Rough, as rich Ore, in Mines the Treaſure lay, 

Yet flill tauas rich, and forms at length a Play. 

In which the bold Compiler boaſts no Merit, 

But that his Pains have ſav'd your Scenes of Spirit... 

Not Scenes, that would à noiſ) Foy impart, | 

But ſuch as huſh the Mind and warm the Heart. 

From Praiſe of Hands no ſure Account he draws, 

But fixt Attention ts fincere Applauſe : os 
If then (for hard, you'll own the Taſk) his Art: 

Can to thoſe Embryon-ſcenes new Life impart, 

The Living proudly would exclude his Lays, 

And to the buried Bard refigns the Praiſe,. 


— * 


Dramatis Perſonz. 


M E N. 


Lord T, e2wnly, of a regular Life, Nr. Wilkes, © 
Mr. Manly, an Admirer of Lady Grace, Mr. Mills, ſen, 
wr Wrengbead, a Country Gen- 7 Mr. Cibber, ſen, 


5 Squire Richard, his Son, a mere Whelp, Y oungWetherelt, 


Count Baſſet, a Gameſter, * «Bridgwater, 
John Moody, Servant to Sir Francis, I Me Mil. a 
honeſt Clown, 0 8 * 
W O MEN. 


\ 


8 Lady Townly, OMP As in her * Mrs. oel. 


ſuit of Pleafures, 
Lady Grace, Sitter to Lord Tung, of 


exemplary Virtue, Mrs. W 


F Lady Mrong bead, Wife to Sir Francis, Mrs. Thurmond. 


inclin'd to be a fine Lady, 


| Miſs Jennv, her Daughter, pert and Mrs. Cibber. 


forward. 
Mrs. Motherly, one that lets Lodgings, Mrs. Moore, 
Myrtilla, her Niece, ſeduc'd by the Mrs. Grace | 
Count, , 


Mrs. Trufly, Lady Townh's Woman, Mrs. Mills. 


| Maſqueraders , Servants, Ge. 


5 The SC E NE, Lord Townly' 5 Houſe, ard ſometimes Sir 


Francis's Lodgings. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
8 CEN E, Lord Townly's dpariment. 5 
Lord Townly, ſolus. 5 


HY did I marry ! Was it not evident, my 
V plain, rational Scheme of Life was impracticable, 
with a Woman of ſo different a way of thinking ?——Is 
there one Article of it, that ſhe has not broke in upon ? 
Yes, let me do her Juttice her Reputation 
That I have no Reaſon to believe is in Queſtion 
—— But then how Jong her profligate Courſe of Plea- 
ſures may make her able to keep it——is a ſhocking Queſ- 
tion! and her Preſumption while the keeps it inſup- 
portable! for on the Pride of that ſingle Virtue ſhe ſeems 
to lay it down, as a fundamental Point, that the free Indul- 
gence of every other Vice, this fertile Town affords, is 
the Birth-right Prerogative of a Woman of Quality 
Amazing! that a Creature ſo warm in the Purſuit of her 
Pleaſures, ſhould neuer caſt one Thought towards her 
HappineſSo——Thus, while ſhe admits no Lover, ſhe 
3 | thinks 
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thinks it a greater Merit ſtill, in her Chaſtity, not to care 
for her Huſband; and while ſhe herſelf in . in one 


Wretch! is left, at large, to take care of his own Con- 
Tis time, indeed, ſome Care were taken, 
Vet let me not be raſn 


and ſpeedily there ſhall be 


Perhaps this Diſappointment of my Heart may make me 
too impatient; and ſome Tempers, when reproach'd, 
grow more untractable. 


Here ſhe comes “Let me be 
calm a while. | | 


Enter 200 Townly. 


ig e out ſo Gin after Dinner, Madam? 
Lady Town. Lard, my Lord! what can T poſſibly de 


at Home? 


Lord Town. What does my Siſter, Lady Grace, do at 
Home? 


Lady Town. Why, that is to my amazing! Have you 


ever any Pleaſure at Home! 
Lord Town. It might be in your Power, Madam, I 
confeſs, to make it a little more comfortable to me, 
Lady Town. Comfortable! and fo, my good Lord, 
you would really have a Woman of my Rank and Spirit, 


ſtay at Home to comfort her Huſband 4: Lord! what No- 


tions of Life ſome Men have? 


Lord Town. Don't you think, Madam, ſome Ladies 


Notions are full as extravagant ? 
Lady Town. Yes, my Lord, when the tame Doves live 


| ceop'd within the Penn of your Precepts, I do think 'em 


prodigious indeed 
Lord Town. And when they fly wild We this Town, 


| Nh pray what muſt the World think of 'em then? 


Lady Town. Oh! This World is not fo ill-bred as to 
quar rel with any Woman for liking it. 

Lord Town. Nor am I, Madam, a Huſband fo. wall 
bred, as to bear my Wife's being ſo fond of it; in ſhort, 
the Life you lead, Madam 

Lady Town. Is, to me, the en Life in the 


World. 


Lord Towy. I ſhould not diſpute your Taſte, Madam, 


if a Woman had a Right to pleaſe no body but herſelf. 


Lady Town. Why, whom would you have her pleaſe? 
Lord Town. Sometimes her Huſband. 
Lady Town. And don't 28 chink a Huſband under the 
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Lord Town. Certainly. 
Lady Town. Why then we are 3 my 333 


For if I never go abroad, till I am weary of Brea at 
home which you know is the Caſe is it not equally 


reaſonable, not to come home till one's weary of being 
broad? 
Lord Town. If this be your Rule of Life, Madain, 


tis time to aſk you one {erious Queltion ? 

Lady 7 own. Don't let it be long a coming then 
for I am in haſte. 

Lady Town. Madam, when I am ſerious, [ expe 2 
ſerious Anſwer. 

Lady Town. Before I know the Quadion ? 
Lord Toon. Pſhah have I Power, Madam, to 
make you ſerious by Intreaty? 

Lady Town. Lou have. | 

Lord Town. And you promiſe to anſwer me ſincerely? 

Lady Town. Sincerely. 

Lord Town. Now then recolle& your Lhoughly and 


tell me ſeriouſly, why you married me? 


Lady Town. You inſiſt upon Truth, you lay ? 

Lord Toaun. I think I have a Right to it, 

Lady Town. Why then, my Lord, to give you, at 
once, a Proof of my Obedience and Sincer ity——T think 
I married to take off that Reſtraint that lay 
upon my Pleaſures, while I was a ſingle Woman. 

Lord Town. How, Madam ! is any Woman under leſs 
Reſtraint after Marriage, than before it? 

Lady Towwz. O my Lord! my Lord! they are quite 
different Creatures! Wive have infinite Liberties in Life, 
that would be terrible in an unmarried Woman to 
take. 

Lord Town. Name one. | 

Lady Town. Fifty, if you pleaſe ! to begin KY 
in the Morning— A married Woman may have Men 
at her Toilet, invite them to Dinner, appoint them a Party 
in a Stage-box at the Play, engrois the Converſation there, 
call 'em by their Chriſtian Names, talk Jouder than the 
Players; From thence jaunt into the City take 
a frolickſome Supper at an India Houſe perhaps, in 
her Gaietè de Cœur teaſt a pretty Fellow. Then clatter 


again to this End of the Town, break, with the Mor ning, 
into an GY FE: to the Hazard- -table, throw a 
| flamiliar 


1 
| 
| 
| | 
my 
ws 
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familiar Levant upon ſome ſharp lurching Man of Qhas 

lity, and if he demands his Money, turn it off with aloud 

Laugh, and cry——yow'll owe it him, to vex him ! ha} 
| | 


Lord Town. Prodigions! [Add. 
Lady Town. Theſe now, my Lord, are ſome few of 


the many modiſh amuſements, that diſtinguiſh the Priyi- 


lege of a Wife, from that of a ſingle Woman. 
Lord Town. Death! Madam, what Law has made 
theſe Liberties leſs ſcandalous in a Wife, than in an un- 


married Woman? 


Lady Town. Why, the ſtrongeſt Law in the World, 


"Cuſtom —— Cuſtom Time out of Mind, my Lord. I 
Lord Town. Cuſtom, Madam, is the Law of Fools: 


But it ſhall never govern me. 4 5 Gr 
Lady Town. Nay then, my Lord, 'tis time for me to 
obſerve the Laws of Prudence. 8 
Lord Town. I wiſh I could fee an Inſtance of it. 
Lady Town. You ſhall have one this Moment, my 
Lord : For I think, when a Man begins to loſe his Tem- 
er at home; if a Woman has any Prudence, why 


1 Jhe'll go abroad till he comes to himſelf again. [Gozrg.] 


Lord Toon. Hold, Madam ——I am amaz'd you are 


not more uneaſy at the Life you lead !\ You don't want 


Senſe ! and yet ſeem void of all Humanity: For with a 
Bluſh I fy it, I think, I have not wanted Love. | 


Lady Town. Oh! don't ſay that, my Lord, if you ſup- | 


pole J have my Senſes. Ki 3 
Lord Toaun. What is it I have done to you ? what can 
vou complain of? | | LY 2 
Lady Town. Oh! nothing in the leaſt: Tis true, you 
have heard me ſay, I have owed my Lord Lurcher an hun- 
dred Pounds theſe three Weeks but what then —a 


Huſband is not liable to his Wife's Debts of Honour, 


u know. and if a ſilly Woman will be uneaſy 
about Money ſhe can't be ſued for, what's that to him? 
as long as he loves her, to be ſure, ſhe can have nothing 
to complain of. | Ef 

Lord Town. By Heav'n, if my Whole Fortune thrown 
into your Lap, could make you delight in the chearful 
Duties of a Wife, I ſhould think myſelf a Gainer by the 


— 


Purchaſe. _ pd Eu 

Lady Town. That is, my Lord, I might receive your 
whole Eitate, provided you were ſure I would not ipend 
a Shilling of it. | N 


Lord 


— — — . — +. "As A — — 
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Lord Town. No, Madam; were I Maſter of your 
Heart, your Pleaſures would be mine; but different, as 
they are, I'll feed even your Follies, to deſerve it | 
Perhaps you may have ſome other trifling Debts of Ho- 
nour abroad, that keep you out of Humour at home—— 
at leaſt it ſhall not be my Fault, if I have not more of 
your Company —— There, there's a Bill of five Hundred 
and now, Madam | 
Lady Town. And now, my Lord, down to the Ground 

I thank you Now am I convinc'd, were I weak enough 
to love this Man, I ſhould never get a ſingle Guinea from 
him. [Ajide.] | | : 
Lord Town, If it b Offence, Madam 
Lady Town. Say * you pleaſe, my Lord; I am in 


— 


that harmony of 8. Ft is impoſſible to put me out of 
Humour. — | 1 4 

Lord Town. How lang, in Reaſon then, do you think 
that Sum ought to laſt yau ? 2 | 

Lady Town. Oh, my dear, dear Lord! now you 
have ſpoil'd all again! How is it poſſible I ſhould anſwer 
for an Event, that ſo utterly depends upon Fortune? But 
to ſhew you, that T am more inclin'd to get Money, 
than to throw it away I have a ſtrong Poſſeſſion, 
that with this five hundred, 1 ſhall win five thou- 
ſand. | | | 
Lord Town. Madam, if you were to win ten thouſand, 
it would be no Satisfaction to me. „„ : 
Lady Toon. O] the Churl! ten thouſand ! what! not 
ſo much as wiſh'T mightwin ten thouſand !——Ten thou- 
ſand! O! the charming Sum! what infinite pretty things 
might a Woman of Spirit do, with ten thouſand Guineas ! 
O' my Conſcience, if the were a Woman of true Spirit 
ſhe——ſhe might loſe em all again. | 7+ 

Lord Town, And I had rather. it ſhould be fo, Madam; 
png I could be ſure, that were the laſt you woul 
8 | 
Lady Toon. Well, my Lord, to let you ſee I deſign te. 
play all the good Houſewife I can; Lam now going to 
a Party at 2wuadrille, only to piddle with a little of it, 
at poor two Guineas a Fiſh, with the Dutcheſs of Qyite- 
rigbt. | | [Exit Lady Townly. 


Lord Town. Tuſenſible Creature! neither Reproaches 
or Indulgence, Kindneſs or Severity, can wake her to 
the leaſt Reflexion! Continual Licence has lull'd her 
into ſuch a Lethargy of Care, that ſhe ſpeaks of her 
Vol, II. K Exceſſes 
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Enxceſſes with the ſame eaſy Confidence, as if they were 
ſo many Virtues. What a turn has her Head taken 
hut how to cure it 
muſt be ftrong, that reaches her 


I am afraid the Phyſic 
-Lenitives, I hy 
I'll take my Friend's Opinion 


are to no ond ear 


Manly will ſpeak. Foy: Siſter with, Tendern 5 
to both hides. They know —9 aſe- -T'll talk with 
VI. ö | | : 
1 . b Tuner 4 brag 


: Ser: Mr. Manly, my Lord, has ſent to know, if 7 your 


7 Lordſhip was at home. 


Lord Toxwn., They did not deny me? 

Serv. No, my Lord. 

Lord Town. Very well; ſtep up to my Siſter, and fay, 
I defir to ſpeak with her. 

Serv. Lady Grace 1 is here, my Lord. 5 Exit Serv, 


| Enter Lady N 8 
Lord Toaon. So, Lady fair; whac pretty Weapon have 


; you been killing your Time with! 


Lady Grace. A huge Folio, that has almoſt kill'd me— - 
I think I have half read my Eyes out. 
Lord Town. .O ! you ſhould not pore\fo much juſt after 


Dinner, Child. 


Lady Grace. Thar $ true, but any Body s thoughts are 
better than always one's own, you know. | 
ON Town, Who's there? | 


7 
* 


Enter Serwant. 


1 3 at 5 Door, I am at . to no body but 


Mr. Many. 
Lady Grate. And why is he excepted, pray, my Lord? 


Lord Town. I hope, Madam, you have no Objection 


| to his Company ? 


© Lady, Grace. Your particular, Orders, upon. my being 


+ Bere, ſodk, indeed, as if you thought I had not. 


Lord Town. And your Ladyſhip's Inquiry into the 


- Reaſon of . thoſe Orders, ſhews, at leaſt, it was not a Mat- 
ter of indifference to you 


Lady . Tord SEM maler the oddeſ Conftru8ons 
Brother as | ven 
| XR 75 
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Lord Town. Look you, my grave Lady Grace in 


one ſerious Word——T wiſh you had him. 


Lady Grace. I can't help that. FFF 
Lord Toon. Ha! you can't help it! ha! ha! The 
flat Simplicity of that Reply was admirable! 5 

Lady Grace. Pooh 88 one, Brother AE 

Lord Town, Come, I beg Pardon, Child —— this is 
not a Point, I grant you, to trifle upon; therefore, I 1 
hope you'll give me leave to be ſerious, _ 8 

Lady Grace. If you deſire it, Brother! gs upon 
my Word, as to Mr. Manly's having any ſerious Thoughts 
of me J knqw nothing of it. 5 

Lord Toon. Well there's nothing wrong, in your 
making a Doubt of it But, in ſhort, I find, by his 
Converſation of late, that he has been looking round the 
World for a Wife; and if you were to look round the 
World for a Huſband, he's the firſt Man I would give to 
el. BD! 5 b 323 WO 
: Lady Grace. Then, whenever he makes me any Offer, 
Brother, I will certainly tell you of it. | g 
Lord Town, O! that's the laſt thing he'll do; he'll 
never - Hg you an Offer, till he's pretty ſure it won't be 
refus'd. 8 | 
Lady Grace. Now you make me curious. Pray ! did - 
he ever make any Offer of that kind to du? 

Lord Town. Not directly; but that imports nothing; 
he is a Man too well acquainted with the Female World, 
to be brought into a high Opinion of any ane Woman, 
without ſome well-examin'd Proof of her Merit: Yet I 
have Reaſon to believe, that your good Senſe, your turn 
of Mind, and your way of Life, have brought him io 
ſo favourable a one of you, that a few Days will reduce 
him to talk plainly tome: Which as yet (notwithſtanding 
2 Friendſhip) I have neither declin'd, nor icourag's 
um to. 333 i ds Frey 5 5 
Lady Grace. I am mighty glad we are fo near, in our 
way of thinking: For, to tell you the Truth, he is much 
upon the ſame Terms, with me: You know he has a ſa- 
tirical Turn; but never laſhes any Folly, withput givin 
due Encomiums to its oppoſite Virtue ; and upon ſue 
- Occaſions,” he is ſometimes particular, in turning his 
Compliments upon me, which I don't receive, with ab 
reſerve, leſt he ſhould imagine I take them to myſelf. 
Lord Town, You are right, Child: When a Man of 


* 


| Thould a Man balance any thing that's right. 
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Wu makes his Addreſſes; good Senſe may give him an 


Anſwer, without Scorn, or Coquetry. 


Lady Grace. Huſh ! he's here 
1 a : Enter Mr. Manly. 


| Man. My Lord! your moſt obedient. 
Lord Town. Dear Manly ! wann 
ſend to you. 
Man. Then, I am glad I am here, my Lord Lady 
Grace, I kiſs your Hands What, only you two! 
How many Viſits may a Man make, before he falls into 
Tuch unfaſhionable Company? A Brother and Siſter ſo. 
berly ſitting at home, when the whole Town is a ee 
I queſtion if there is fo particular a Tete à Tete, again, in 
the whole Pariſh of St. Zames's ! 
Lady Grace. Fy ! fy ! Mr. Many; bow cenſorious you 


-I was thinking to 


are? 
Man. I had not made the Reflection, Madam, but that 
I faw you an Exception to it Where's my Lady? 
Lord Town. That J believe is impoſſible to gueſs 
Man. Then I'wow't try, my Lord 
Lord TJoaun. But, tis probable 1 may y hear of her, by 
that time I have been four or five-Hours in Bed. 
Man. Now, if that were my Cale, I believe I ſhould— 
*$ I beg Pardon, my Lord. 
«by ria Todeed, Sir, E not: 1 55 will ob 
or ix py upon this Head, * 


1 ner me, if you ſpeak out; 

wanted to ſee you. 

Man. Why then, my Lord, * you oblige me to 
proceed If that were my Caſe 1 d 1 ſhould 
Lertainly ſleep in another Houſe. 

_ Lady Grace. How do you mean? I 
Man. Only a Compliment, Madam. 

I A Compliment! _ 

Man. Yes, Madam, in rather tyrning | myſelf out 1 of 

Doors than her. 


3 Grace. Don't you think, that would be going too 


. e 1 don't . know but it minke, Madam. For, i in 
tritt Juſtice, I think ſhe ought rather to go, than T. | 
Lady Grace. This is new Doctrine, Mr. Many: 
Man. As old, Madam, as Lowe, -Honaur, and Obey ! 
' "When a Woman will ſtop at nothing that's wrong, why 


| Lady 
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Lady Grace. Bleſs me! but this ĩ is "fomenting things 
Man. Fomentations, Madam, are ſometimes neceſſary 
to dit ſpel Tumours: tho' I don't directly adviſe my Lord 
to do this This is only, what, upon the ſame Provoca- 
tion, I would do myſelf. 

Lady Grace. Ay! ay! You would do ! \; Bachelor 
Wives, indeed, are finely govern'd. 

Man. If the married Mens were as 1. I am apt 

to think we ſhould not ſee ſo many mutual Plagues taking 

the Air, in ſeparate Coaches! 

Lady Grace, Well! but ſuppoſe it your own, Caſe ; 
would you part with a Wife, becauſe ſhe now and am 

ſtays out, ip the beſt Company ? 

Tord Town. Well ſaid, Lady Grace! come, ſtand up 

for the Privilege of your Sex ! ! This is like to be a warm 

Debate l 1 ſhall edify. 

Man. Madam, I ink a Wife, after Midnight, has 
no Occaſion to be in better Company than her Huſband's ; 
and that frequent unreaſonable Hours make the beſt Com- 
pany——the worſt Company ſhe can fall into. 

Lady Grace. But if People of Condition are to keep 
Company with one another; how is it poſſible to be done 
unleſs one conforms to their Hours? 

Man. I can't find, that any Womah's good Breeding 
obliges her to conform to other People's Vices. 

Lord Town. I doubt, Child, here we are got a little on 
the wrong ſide of the Geſtion. | 

Lady Grace. Why iſo, my Lord? I. can't think the 
Caſe ſo bad, as Mr. Manly ſtates t——People of Quality 
are not ty'd down to the Foley of thoſe, who have their 
Fortunes tc make. 

Man. No People, Madam, are above being ty'd down 
to ſome Rules, that have Fortunes to loſe. 

Lady Grace. Pooh I'm ſure, if be were, to tk my 
Side of the Argument, you would be able to ſay ſome- 
thing more for it. 

Lord Town. Well, what ſay you to that, Manly? 

Man, Why, troth my Lord, I have e to 


Lady Grace. Ay! that I ſhould be glad' to hear now ! 
Lord Taaun. Out with it! | 
Man. Then, in one Word, this, my Lord, I Kat often 
thought that the Miſ-condu& of my Lady has, in a 
— Meaſure, been owing to Jour Lordſhip's Treatment 
er . 


K 3 Lady 
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Lady Grace. Bleſs me! 
Lord Town. My Treatment! | | 
Man, Ay, my Lord, you ſo idoliz'd her before Mar- 
_ riage, that you even indulg'd her, like a Miſtreſs, after 
it: In ſhort, you continu'd the, Lover, when you ſhould 
have taken vp the Huſban'l, 
Lady Grace. O fri brful! a is FUEL than rother! 
can a Huſband love a Vife too well ES 

Man. As eaſy, Madam, as a Wife may love her Huſ. 
batt too little. | 
4 FR nh Town. So! you two are never like to agree, I 

Lady Grace. Don't t be poſitive, Brother I am afraid 
we are both of a Mind already, [Aſide.] And do you, 
at this rate, ever hope to be married, Mr. Man! ly ?. 

Man. Never, Madam, "till 1 can meet with a Woman 
that likes my Doctrine. 

Lady Grace. Tis pity but your Miſtreſs ſhould hear it. 
Man. Pity me, Madam, when I marry the Woman that 
won't hear it. | 
l 2 Grace, I think, at leaſt, he can t ſay chat s me. 

Alde.] 

| [ Man. And fo, my Ltd, by ging her more Power 
than was needful, ſhe has none where ſhe wants it; havin 
ſuch entire Poſſeſlion of you, ſhe is not Miſtreſs of herſelf! 
And, Mercy on us! how many fine Womens Heads have 
been turn d upon the ſarne Occaſion! 

Lord Teron. O Manly! tis too true ! there's the Source 

of my Difquiet ! ſhe knows, and has abus'd her Power 
Nay, I am {till fo weak (with Shame I ſpeak it) tis not 
an Hour ago, that in the midſt of my Impatience—I gave 
Her another Bill for Five Hundred to throw away. 

Man, Well my Lord! to let you ſee I am ſometimes 
upon the ſide of Good- nature, I won't abſolutely blame 
you ; for the greater your Indulgence, the more you have 

to reproach her with. 

Lady Grace. Ay, Mr. Man! ly ! here now, I begin to 
dome in with you: Who knows, my Lord, but you may 
have a good Account of your Kindneſs | 

Max. That, Tam afraid, we had not beſt depend upon: 
But ſince you have had ſo much Patience, my Lord, even 
go on with it a Day or two more! and upon her Ladyſhip' $ 


0 next Sally, be a little rounder in your Expoſtulation ; if 


that don t work- 


drop her _ cool Hints of a deter- 
| min'd 
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* . 


min'd Reformation, and leave her 
em. #0 ; | | 
Lord Town. You are perfectly right! how valuable is a 
Friend, in our Anxiety | * e 
Man. Therefore to divert that, my Lord, I beg, for 
the preſent, we may call another Cauſe. | 


to breakfaſt upon 


Lady Grace. Ay! for Goodneſs ſake let's have done 


with this. | 
Lord Town. With all my Heart. | 3 
Lady Grace. Have you no News abroad, Mr. Manly 2 
Man. A propos —I have ſome, Madam; and I believe, 
my Lord, as extraordinary in its kind Fl 
Lord Town. Pray let's have it. | 
Man. Do you know, that your Country ' Neighbour, 
and my wiſe Kinſman, Sir Fraucis Wronghead, is coming 
to Town with his whole Family? 
Lord Town. The Fool! what can be his Buſineſs here? 
Man. Oh ! of the laſt Importance, I'll aſſure you 
No leis than the Buſineſs of the Nation. 1 
Lord Town. Explain ! = 


Man. He has carried his Election againſt Sir Jobs 
Worthland, © | | V7 
Lord Town, The Deuce ! what! for for 


Man. The famous Borough of Guzzledown ! 

Lord Town. A proper Repreſentative, indeed. 
Lady Grace. Pray, Mr. Many, don't I know him? 

Man. Y ou have din'd with him, Madam, when I was 
laſt down with my Lord, at Beilmont. 

Lady Grace. Was not that he, that got a littile merry 
before Dinner, and overſet the Tea table, in making his 
Compliments to my Lady ? | {TG 

Man. The fame. | | 

Lady Grace. Pray what are his Circumſtances ? I know 
but very little of him. . 

Man. Then he is worth your knowing, I can tell 
you, Madam. His Eſtate, if clear, I believe, might 
be a good two thouſand Pounds a Year : Though as it was 
left him, ſaddled with two Jointures, and two weighty 
Mortgages upon it, there is no ſaying what it is But 
that he might be ſure never to mend it, he married a pro- 
fuſe young Huſſy, for Love, without a Penny of Ny 
Thus having, Hke his brave Anceſtors, provided Heirs for 
the Family (for his Dove breeds like a tame Pigeon) he 
now finds Children and Intereſt-Money make ſuch a bawl- 
ing about his Ears, that, at laſt, he has taken the friend- 
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Y Advice of his Kinſmrn, the good Lord Danglecourt, to 
run his Eſtate two thouſand Pounds more in Debt, to put 
the whole Management of what's left into Paul Pillage's 
Hands, that he may be at leiſure himſelf to retrieve his Af. 
fairs, by being a Parliament Man, 

Lord Town. A molt admirable Scheme, indeed. 

Man. And with this polite Pr oſpect, he snow upon his 
Journey to London —— _. 

Lord Town. What can it end in? 

Mar. Pooh ! a Journey into the Country again 

Lord Town. Do you think he'll ſtir, till pa Tony's 
gone; or at leaſt, till the Seſſion is over? 

Man. If my Intelligence is right, my Lord, he won't 
Jt long enough to give his Vote for a Turnpike. 55 

Lord Tows. How lo ? ms 

Manu. O ! a bitter Buſineſs ! he had ſcarce a Vote, ; in 
the whole Town, beſide the Returning Officer: Sir J0hn 
will certainly have it heard at the Bar of the Houle, and 
fend him about his Buſineſs again. 

Lord Town. Then he has made a\fine Buſineſs of it 
indeed. 

Man. Which, as far as my little Intereſt will go, ſhall 
be done, in as few Days as poffible. \ 

Lady Grace. But why would you rainthe poor Gentle- 
man's Fortune, Mr. Many? 

Man. No, Madam, I would only ſpoil his Project, to 
ſave his Fortune. 

Lady Grace. How are you concern d enough, to do 
either?) 

Man. Why I have ſame Obligations to the Family, 
Madam: I enjoy at this time a pretty Eſtate, which Sir 
Francis was Heir at Law to: But by his being a 
Booby, the laſt Wwe of an obſtinate old dae e it to 
8 


Enter a Servant 


g. i Man. 1 Sir, here's one of your Servants, from 
own Houſe, deſires to ſpeak with you, | 
et Will you give him leave to. come in, my 


; Lord Town, Si—the Ceremony s of you own 
makings 


Enter 
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Tuer Manly's Servant. 


Man. Well, James what's the Matter now ? | 
James. Sir, here's John Moody's juſt come to Town; he 
ſays Sir Francis, and all the Family, will be here To- 
night, and is in a ug Hurry to ſpeak with you. | 
EE c Coho | 
James. At our Houſe, Sir: He has been gaping and 
ſtumping about the Streets, in his dirty Boots, and aſking 
every one he meets, if they can tell him where he may have 
a good Lodging for a Parliament Man, till he can hire a 
handſome K's, þ Houſe, fit for all his Family, for the 
Winter, | oo | | 
2 I am afraid, my Lord, I muſt wait upon Mr. 
29d). | 
Lon Town, Pr'ythee ! let's have him here: He will 
Anke ED i ao « | | 
Man. O my Lord! he's ſuch a Cub! Not but he's ſo 
_—_ common Senſe, that he paſſes for a Wit in the Fa- 
mily. 3 | 
Lady Grace. I be all things, we may have him: 
J am in love with Nature, let her Dreſs be never ſo 
homely! ? 5 
Man, Then deſire him to come hither, James. 
1 3 5 Exit James. 
Lady Grace. Pray what may be Mr. Moody's Poſt? 
Man. Oh | his Maitre d' Hätel, his Butler, his Bailiff, 
his Hind, his Huntſman; and. ſometimes his Com- 
anion, | 85 | | 
5 Lord Town. It runs in my Head, that the Moment 
this Knight has ſet him down in the Houſe, he will get 
up, to give them the earlieſt Proof, of what Importance he 
is to the Public, in his own Country. 2 
Man. Ves, and when they have heard him, he will find, 
that his utmoſt Importance ſtands valued at ſometimes 
being invited to Dinner. 8 88 i 
Lady Grace. And her Ladyſhip, I ſuppoſe, will make 
4 cen 4 F igure, in her Sphere too. 8 85 
Man. That you may depend For (if ET don't 


ſhe yet knows of: And ſhe will ſo improve in this rich 
Soil, in a Month, that ſhe will, viſit all the Ladies, that 
will let her into their Houſes: And run in Debt to all 
the Shop-keepers that will let her into their Books: In 

i K 5 ſhort, 


n: 
miſtake) ſhe has ten times more of the Jade in her, than 


— 2 — ry emma 


be. 


| Plowman, rides Poſtillion! 
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ſhort, before her important Spouſe has made five Pounds, 
by his Eloquence, at Wefminfler; ſhe will have loſt 
fve hundred at Dice and Ruadrille, in the Pariſh of St. 


FJames's. 


Lord Town. So that b 7 that time he is declared unduly 
elected, a Swarm of Duns will be ready for their Money; 


5 


and his Worſhip -will be-ready for a Ja 


il. 
Man. Yes, yes, that I reckon will ſh the Account 
of this hopefn] Journey to Loxdon——But ſee here comes 
the Fore-horſe of the Team! C 5 


Enter John Moody. 


Oh! Honeſt Joby! / . i 

Jebn Moody. Ad's waunds, and heart! Meaſter Manly! 
I'm glad I ha' fun ye. Lawd! lawd! give me a Buſs! 
Why thar's friendly naw! Fleſh ! I thought we ſhould 


2 


never ha! got hither | Well! and how d'ye do, Meaſtex ? 


Good lack I beg Pardon, for my Bawldneſs—— 


I did not ſee, at his Honour was here. | | | 
Lord Town. Mr. Moody, your Servant: I am glad to 


b 


Man. Come, ien 9 all Pray how do they travel ? 


cauſe my Lady loves to do things handſome, to be ſure, 


ſhe would have a couple of Cart-horſes clapt to th* four 


old Geldings, that Neighbours might ſee ſhe went up to 


London in her Coach and Six! And fo Giles Foulter, the 


Man. Very well! The Journey ſets out as it ſhould do 


[Afde.] What, do they bring all the Children with them 


Jobn 
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John Moody. Noa, noa, only the young Squoire, and 
Miſs Feany. The other Foive are all out at board, at half 
a Crown a Head, a Week, with John Growſe at Smoke- 
Dunhill Farm. * 55 
Man. Good- again]! a right Enghi/hb Academy for 
younger Children! | | AF 
| Fob Moody. Anon, Sir. [ Not underſtanding him.) - 
Lady Grace. Poor Souls! What will become of em? 
Jobn Moody. Nay, nay, for that Matter, Madam, they 
are in very good Hands: Joan loves um as tho'f they 
were all her own: For ſhe was Wet Nurſe to every Mo- 
ther's Babe of 'um—Ay, ay, they'll ne'er want for a 
Belly-full there! | : | N 
Lady Grace. What Simplicity! „ 
Man. The Lud 'a Mercy upon all good Folks! What 
Work will theſe People make! [ Holding up bis Handt.] 
Lu Town, And when do you expect them here, 
oba | | Fr 1 
5 Jobn Moody. Why we were in hopes to ha' come Leſ- 
terday, an' it had no? been, that th' owld Wheazebelly 
Horſe tyr d: And then we were fo cruelly loaden, that the 
two Fore-wheels came craſh ! down at once, in Waggon- 
rut-lane, and there we loſt four Hours fore we cou'd ſet 
things to rights again. | FO 
Man. So they bfing all their Baggage with the Coach 
taen ? | | 8 
John Moody. Ay, ay, and good Store on't there is 
Why, my Lady's Geer alone were as much as fill'd four 
Portmantel Trunks, beſide the great Deal- box, that heavy 
Ralph and the Monkey fit upon behind. 5 
Lord Tawn. Lady Grace and Man. Ha! ha, ha! 
Lady Grace. Well, Mr. Moody, and pray how many 
are they within the Coach? 1 | 2 
John Moody. Why there's my Ladys and his Worſhip; 
and the younk Squoire, and Miſs Ferry, and the fat Lap- 
dog, and my Lady's Maid, Mrs. Handy, and Doll Tripe 
the Cook, that's all Only Doll puked a little with 
riding backward, ſo they hoiſted her into the Coach -box 
And then her Stomach was ealy. 
Lady Grace. Oh! I ſee em! I ſee em go by me. Ah! 
ha! [Laughing.] ET | 
Jobn Moody. Then you mun think, Meaſter, there was 
ſome Stowage for the Belly, as well as th' Back too; 
Children are apt to be famiſht upo* the Road; fo we had 
| ſuch Cargoas of Plunib-caxe, and Baſkets of Tongues, 
| | and 


/ 
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and Biſcuits, and Cheeſe, and cold boil'd Beef—And then 


Water, Sack, Tent, and Strong Beer 
th' owld Coach crack * Mercy upon them! and ſend 


and for that Matter, fo am I 


in caſe of Sickneſs, Bottles of _ e Plague 
o plenty, as made 


*em all well to Town, I ſay. | 
Man. Ay! And well out on't again, Jobn. 

obn Moody. Ods bud! Meaſter, you're a wiſe Mon ; 
Whoam's whoam, I ſay: 
I'm fure' we ha? got but little Good, e'er fin' we'turn'd our 
Backs on't. Nothing but Miſchief ! Some Devil's Trick 
or other plagued us, awth' Dey lung! Crack ! goes one 
thing : Bawnce ! goes another. Woa, ſays Roger 


Then ſowſe ! we are all ſet faſt in a Slough, Whaw ! cries 


Miſs ! Scream go the Maids! and baw], juſt as tho'f they 


were ſtuck! And fo Mercy on us! this was the Trade 


from Morning to Night. t my Lady was in ſuch a 

murrain haſte to be here, that ſet out ſne would, tho'f I 

told her, it was Childermas Day. | 
Man. Theſe Ladies, theſe Ladies, 7ob n | 
Jobn Woody. Ah, Meaſter ? I ha' ſeen a little of em; 


and I find that the beft——when ſhe's mended, won't ha 


much Goodneſs to ſpare. | 
Lord Town. Well ſaid, Fohn. Ha! ha! 
Mar. I hope at leaſt, you and your good Woman agree 


fell. | 


Fohn Moody. Ay! ay! much of a Muckneſs. Bridget 
ſticks to me: Tho' as for her Goodneſs—why, ſhe was 
willing to come to London too ——But hawld a Bit! Noa, 
noa, fays I, there may be Miſchief enough done, without 

ou. | | 

Man. Why that was bravely ſpoken, John, and like a 
Man. 9 | | . 
Jobn Moody. Ah, weaſt Heart, were Meaſter but hawf 
the Mon that I am—Ods wookers ! tho'f he']l ſpeak. 
ſtawtly too ſometimes—But then he conno' hawld it no! 
he conno' hawld it. | | 
Lord Town. Lady Grace. Man. Ha! ha! ba! 

John Moody. Ods fleſh ! But I mun hye me whoam ! 
th* Coach will be coming every Hour naw—but Meaſter 


charg d me to find your Worſhip out; for he has hugey 


Buſineſs with you ; and will-certainly wait upon you, by 


that time he can put on a clean Neckcloth. 


Man. O Fohn! Til wait upon him. 

John Moody. Why you wonno' be fo kind, wull ye? 
Man. If you'll tell me where you lodge, 70 | 
5 - | Juobn 


? 


A JOURNEY TO LONDON. 229 


John Mood. Juſt 'th' Street next to where your Worſhip 
dwells, the Sign of the Golden Ball—It's Gold all over; 
where they ſell Ribbands and Flappits, and other ſort of 
Geer for Gentle women. 

Man. A Milliner's ? 

John Moody. Ay, ay, one Mrs. Motherly : Wau . ˖ 
ſhe has a couple of clever Girls there ſtitching i'th' Fore- 
room. 

Man, Yes, yes, the” s x Woman of good Benet, no 
doubt on't Who recommended that Houſe to you, 

obn? 
: John Moody. The greateſt good — in the World, 
| 8 For as I was gaping about Streets, who ſhould look 

out of the Window there, but the fine Gentleman that 
was always riding by our Coach Side, at York Races 
Count Baſſet; ay, that's he. 

Man. Baſſet? Oh, I remember! I know him by 
Sight. 

Sohn Moody. Well! to be ſure, as civil a e 
to ſee to | 

Man. As any Sharper in Town. LAfpdel] 2 

John Moody. At York, he us d to breakfaſt with my Lady 
every Morning. 

an. Yes, yes, and I ſuppoſe her Sanyo; will return 
| his Compliment here in Town. [ Ajide.} 

Fohn Moody. Well, Meafter 

LINE Town. My Service to Sir Francis, and my 0 7 
John 

Lady Grace. And mine, pray Mr. Moody. | 

Jobn Moody. Ay, You Honors, they'll be proud on t, 
I dare ſay. 

de I'll bring my Compliments myſelf : So, honeſt 
Jobn 

John Moody. Dear Meaſter * Manly, the Goodneſs of 
Goodneſs bleſs and preſerve you. [Exit John Moody. . 

Lord Town, What a natural Creature tis | 

Lady Grace. Well! I can't but think John, in a wet 
Afternoon in the Country, muſt be very good Com- 

any 
: Leal Town. O! the T; ramontane ! If this were known 
at half the Quadrille Tables in Town, they would lay 
down their Cards to laugh at you. 

Lady Grace. And the Minute they took them up again 
they would do the ſame at the Loſers—But to let you ſee, 
that I think good Company may ſometimes want Cards to 

keep 


5 r 
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| keep them together: what think you, if we three fat ſo. 
berly down, to kill an Hour at Ombre ? | 
Man. I ſhall be too hard for you, Madam. 0 
Lady Grace. No matter! I ſhall have as much Advan- 
tage of my Lord, as you have of me. - 5 
Lord Tan. Say you fo, Madam Have at you, then 
Here! Get the Ombre Table, and Cards. | 


[ Exit Lord Townly, 
Lady Grace. Come, Mr. Manly — I know you don't 


forgive me now ! 


Man. I don't know whether I ought to forgive your 


thinking fo, Madam. Where do you imagine I could 
paſs my Time ſo agreeably ? | | 
Lady Grace. I m ſorry my Lord is not here to take his 


Share of the Compliment—But he'll wonder what's become 


of us! | . 
Man. I'll follow in a Moment, Madam 8 

E 5 | [ Exit Lady Grace. 

It muſt be ſo———- She ſees 1 love her——yet with what 


unoffending Decency ſhe avoids an Explanation? How 


amiable is every Hour of her Condutt? What a vile 
Opinion have I had of the whole Sex, for theſe ten Years 
paſt, which this ſenſible Creature has recover'd in leſs than 
one? Such a Companion, ſure, might ee all the 
irkſome Diſappointments that Pride, Folly, and Falſ- 


hood ever gave me! 
Could Women regulate, like her, their Lives, | 
What Halcyon Days were in the Gift of Wives ! 
Vain Rovers, then, might envy what they hate ; 


* ACT 


And only Fools would mock the married State. [ Exit, 
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ACT n. SCENE I. 
Mrs. Motherly's Houſe. 


Enter Count Baſſet and Mrs. Motherly. 


Count 14.1 TELL 140 there is not ſuch a Family in 
| 4 England, for you! Do you think I would 
have gone out of your Lodgings for any Budy, that was 
not ſure to make you eaſy for the Winter? 

Moth. Nay, I ſee nothing againſt it, Sir, but the Gen- 
tleman's being a Parliament Man; and when People 
may, as it were, think one or eee, or be out of 
Humour, you know, when a Body comes to aſk for one's 
own | | | 
Count Baſ. Pſhah! Pr'ythee never trouble thy Head 
His Pay is as good as the Bank ! Why, he has above 
two thouſand a Year! h 85 

Moth. Alas-a-day! that's nothing: Your People of 
ten thouſand a Year, have ten thouſand things to do with 
It, BET | 

Count Baſ. Nay, if you are afraid of being out of your 
Money ; what do you think of going a little with me, 
Mrs. Motherly ? : | ng | 

Moth. As . N 3 | 
Count Baſ. Why I have a Game in my Hand, in which, 
if you'll croup me, that is, help me to play it, you ſhall 
go five hundred to nothing. 

' Moth. Say you ſo? Why then, I go, Sir——and 
now pray let's ſee your Game. oy 

Count Baſ. Look you, in one Word, my Cards lie thus 
When I was down this Summer at York, I happen'd 
to lodge in the ſame Houſe with this Knight's Lady, that's 
now coming to lodge with you. 

Moth. Did you ſo, Sir? | | 

Count Baſ. And ſometimes had the Honour to Break- 
faſt, and paſs an idle Hour with her 

Moth. Very good ; and here I ſuppoſe you would have 
the Impudence to Sup, and be buſy with her, 

Count Baſe. Pihah !-pr'ythee hear me 


Moth, 


* 
* 


* . IO 
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Moth. Is this your Game? I would not give Si 


for it! What, you have a Paſſion for her Pin- money — 


no, no, Country Ladies are not ſo fluſh of it ! 
Count Baſe Nay, if you won't have Patience 
Moth. One had need to have a good deal, I am ſure, 
to hear you talk at this Rate! Is this your way of making 
my poor Niece Myrtilla eaſy * a 
Count Baſe Death! I ſhall do it ſtill, if the Woman 
will but let me ſpeak —— | 14 
Moth. Had not you a Letter from her this Morning? 
Count Baſ. I have it here in my Pocket this is it; 
. [Shewing it and. puts it up again.] | 
Moth. Ay, but I don't find you have made any An- 


ſwer to it. ä 


me! 1 

_ Meth, What! hear you talk of another Woman? 
Count Baſ. O lud! O lud! I tell you, I'll make her 
Fortune Ounds! I'll marry her. | 


Moth. A likely matter! if you would not do it when ſhe 


wo a Maid, your Stomach is not fo ſharp ſet now, I pre- 
ume. | | | 


Count Baſ. Hey day! why your Head begins to turn, 


my Dear! the Devil! yon did not think I propos d to 
1 


marry her myſelf ! i | 
Moth. If you don't, who the Devil do you think will 
Count Baſ. Why, a Fool— . _ | 
Moth. Humph ! there may be Senſe in that 1 5 
Count Baſ. Very good One for t' other then; if I- can 
help her to à Huſband, why ſhould not you come into my 
Scheme of helping me to a Wife? I ihne wr 1h 
. Meth. Your Pardon, Sir! ay! 0 in an bonourable 
Affair, you know you may command me — but pray where 
is this bleſſed Wife and Huſband to be had? - | 
Count Ba, Now have a little Patience You. mult 
know then, this Country Knight, and his Lady, bring 
up, in the Coach with them, their eldeſt Son and a Daugh- 
ter, to teach them to——waſh their Faces, and turn their 
Toes:out. . = gg 17 0 The 
Moth. Good! + | 


#5 


Count Baſt The Son is an unlick d Whelp, about ſu- 


teen, juſt taken from School; and begins to hanker after 
every Wench in the Family: The Daughter, much of the 
Gime Age, a pert, forward Huſſy, who having e 
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Count Baſt How the Devil can I, if you won't hear 
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thouſand Pounds left her by an old doting Grandmother, 
ſeems to have a deviliſh Mind to be doing in her Way 


too. 8 / ee bs 
Moth. And your Defign is, to put her into Buſine ſs for 
Life? | 
Count Baſ. Look you, in ſhort, Mrs. Motherly, we. 
Gentlemen, whoſe occaſional. Chariofs roll only upon 
the four Aces, are liable ſometimes, you. know,. to have 
a Wheel out of Order: Which, I confeſs, is ſo much my 
Caſe at preſent, that my Dapple Greys are reduc'd to a. 
Pair of Ambling Chairmen : Now, if with your Aſſiſt. 
ance, I can whip up this young Jade into. a Hackney- 
coach, I may chance, in a Day or two after, to carry her 
in my own Chariot, en famille, to an Opera, Now what 
do you ſay to me? | | | 
Moth. Why, I ſhall not ſleep for thinking of 
it. , But how will you prevent the Family's ſmoaking your. 
Deſign ? | | 
Cound Baſ. By renewing my Addreſſes to the Mother. 
Moth. And how will the Daughter like that, think yau? 
Count Baſ. Very well whilſt it covers her own. 
Affair. . | | | | | 
Moth, That's true——it muſt do— but, as you ſay, 
one for t'other Sir, I ſtick. to that if you don't do my 
Niece's Buſineſs with the Son, I'll blow you with the 
Daughter, depend upon't. 38S oo 
Count Baſ. It's a Bett—pay as we go, I tell you, and 
the five hundred ſhall be ſtak'd, in a third Hand, ; 
Moth. That's honeſt—But here comes my Niece ! ſhall 
we let her into the Secret ? | 
. Count Baſ. Time enough! may be, I may touch upon 
it. | | 


Enter Myrtilla, 


Moth, So, Niece, are all the Rooms done out, and the 
Beds ſheeted ? | | 
Mr. Yes, Madam, but Mr. Moody tells us the Lady 
always burns Wax, in her own Chamber, and we have 
none in the Houſe, _- 5 
Moth. Odſo! then I muſt beg your Pardon, Count; 
this is a buſy Time you know. [Exit Mrs. Motheriy. 
Count Baſ. Myrtilla! how doſt thou do, Child ? 2 
Myr. As well as a loſing Gameſter can. ER 


Count. 
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Count Ba. Why, what have you loſt? - 
Myr. What I ſhall never recover; and what's worſe, 
vou that have won it, don't ſeem to be much the better 
rr” | | 
Count Baf. Why, Child, doſt thou ever ſee. any body 
over-joy'd for winning a deep Stake, fix Months after tis 


* 


__ over, 


Mr. Would I had never play'd for it! 


Count Baſ. Pſhah! Hang theſe melancholy Thoughts! 


we may be Friends ſtill. 

Mr. Dull ones. : 
Count Haſ. Uſeful ones perhaps 
help thee to a Huſband ? | ; 


ſuppoſe I ſhould 


Myr. 1 ſuppoſe you'll think any one good enough, that 


will take me off o' your Hande. | 

Count Baſ. What do you think of the young Country 

ee the Heir of the Family, that's coming to lodge 
ere? | 8 | 

Mr. How ſhould I know what to think of him? 

Count Baſ. Nay, I only give you the Hint, Child; it 


may be worth your while, at leaſt, to look about you 


'E 
| Enter Mrs. Motherly in bafte. 
Moth. Sir! Sir! the Gentleman's Coach is at the Door! 


Hark ! what Buſtle's that without. 


they are all come! | 3x 
Count Baſ. What, already? | 
Moth. They are juſt getting out! won't you ſtep 
and lead in my Lady? Do you be in the way, Niece! I 
mutt run and receive them. [Exit Mrs, Motherly, 
Count Baſ. And think of what I told you. | 


Exit Count. 


Myr. Ay! ay! yon have left me enough to think of, 

as long as I live-——a faithleſs Fellow! I am ſure, I 
have been true to him; and for that only Reaſon, he 
wants to be rid of me: But while Women are weak, 
Men will be Rogues! And for a Bane to both their Joys 
and ours; when our Vanity indulges them, in ſuch inno- 
cent Favours as make them adore us; we can never be 
well, till we grant them the very one, that puts an end to 
their Devotion But here comes my Aunt, and the 
Company, 5 5 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Motherly returns ſhewing in Lady Wronghead, led 
0 by Count Ballet. | | 


Moth. If E pleaſes to walk into this Par- 
Jour, Madam, only for the preſent, till your Servants 
have got all your Things in. 3 5 | 
Lady Wrong. Well! dear Sir, this is fo infinitely obli- 
ging -I proteſt it gives me Pain tho', to turn you out of 
your Lodgings thus !. 5 
Count Baſ. No Trouble in the leaſt, Madam; we 
fingls Fellows are ſoon mov'd ; beſides, Mrs. Motherly's 
my old Acquaintance, and I could not be. her Hindrance. 
Moth. The Count is ſo well-bred, Madam, I dare ſay 
he would do a great dea} more, . to accommodate your 
Ladyſhip. © ts En 
Lady Wrong. O dear Madam !——A good well bred 
fort of a Woman. [ Apart to the Count.) | | 
Count Baſ. O Madam, ſhe is very much among People 
of Quality, ſhe is ſeldom without them in her Houle, 
Lady Wrong. Are there a good many People of Quality 
in this Street, Mrs. Motherly ? | 1 | 
Moth. Now your Ladvihip is here, Madam, I don't 
believe there is a Houſe without them. | | 
Lady Wrong. T am mighty glad of that : for really I 
think People of Quality ſhould always live among one 
another. I (one 
Count Baſ. Tis what one would chooſe indeed, 
Madam. | | | | 
Lady Wrong. Bleſs me ! but where are the Children all 
this Wee | N | 
__ Sir Francis, Madam, I believe, is taking care of 
them. ates 4 | ; 
Sir Fran. [within.) John. Moody ſtay you by the 
Coach, and ſee all our Things out—Come, Children. 
Moth. Here they are, Madam. 


Enter Sir Francis, Squire Richard, and Miſs Jenny. | 


Sir Fran. Well, Count! I mun fay it, this was koynd, 
indeed 1707 us . | 
Count Baſ. Sir Francis, give me leave to bid you wel- 

come to London. | 7055 „ 

Sir Fran. Pſhah! how doſt do, Mon — Waunds, I'm 
glad to ſee thee ! A good fort of a Houſe this! 8 

: | ount 
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3 Baſ. Is not that Maſter Richard * 

Sir Fran. Ey l E ! that's oung Ho —why 
not baw, Dick? of * 0 * 15 Nau 
Sgqu. Rich. So I do, Feyther. 

Count Baß. Sir I'm glad to ſee you—I. proteſt Nr. 
Jane is grown ſo, I ſhould not have known her. 

Sir Fran. Come forward, Jenny. 85 
Ferny. Sure, Papa, do you think I don't know how t to 
| behave myſelf ? 

Count Baſ. If I have Permiſſion to approach her, Sir 
Francis. 

Fenn. Lord, Sir, Tm in ſuch a frightful Pickle—. 
[ Salute.) 

Count Baſ. Every Dreſs that's proper muſt become You, 
Magdam,—you have heen a long Journey. - 

Wenn d J hope you will ſee me in a better To · morrov, 


"(Lads * whiſpers Mrs. Moth. pointing to. Myr- 

win. © 

Meth. Only a Niece of mine, Madam, that lives with 
me: ſhe will be proud to give your Ladyſhip any Aſſiſtance 
in her Power. 

Lady Wrong. A pretty ſort of a young Woman—Femy, 
| you two'mult be acquainted, 

Jenny. O, Mamma! I am never firange, in a ſtrange 
Phace. [Salutes My etilla.} 

Myr. You do me a great deal of Hooour, Madam 
Madam, your Ladyſhip's welcome to London. 

Jenny. Manama I like her prodigiouſly ! ſhe call d 
me my Ladyſhip. 
| 2 Rich. Pray, Mother, mayn t 1 be acquainted with 
her too! | 

Lady Wrong. You! you Clown ! ſtay "till you | learn a 
little more Breeding firſt. 

Sir Fran. Od's Heart ! my Lady Wronghead | hy 
do you balk the Lad ? how ſhould — ever learn Bre 
ing, if he does not put himſelf forward? 

Squ. Rich. Why ay, Feather, does Moather think 'at 

I'd be uncivil to her? 
„ . Maſter has ſo much Good-humaur, Madam, he 
«would foon gain upon any Body. [He kifes Myr.}  : 
Squ. Rich. Lo you there, Moather: and. you would 


but be quiet, ſhe and I ſhould do well enough. 
Lady Wrong. e how now, Sirrah + Boys muſt not 


4 "$qve 


"be io familiar. 


— 
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| $qu. Rich. Why, an I know no body, haw the Mur- 
nin mun I paſs my Time here, in a ſtrange Place? Naw 
you and I, and Siftey, forſooth, ſometimes, in an Afﬀter- 
noon, may play at one and thirty Bone-Ace, purely. _ 

Jenny. Speak for yourſelf, Sir! D'ye think 1 play at 
ſuch Clowniſh Games? | 

Squ. Rich. Why and you woan't yo? ma' let it aloane ; 
then ſhe, and J, mayhap, will have a bawt at All-fouss, 
without you. | | | 

Sir Fran. Noa! Noa! Dick, that won't do neither; . 
you mun learn to make one at Ombre, here, Chill. | 
Mr. If Maſter pleaſes, I'll ſhew it him. h 

Squ. Rich. What! the Humber! Hoy day! why does 
our River run to this Tawn, Feather? 

Sir Fran. Pooh! you filly Tony! Ombre is a Geam at 
Cards, that the better Sort of People play three together 
at. | | ; TT 
- $qu. Rich. Nay the moare the merrier, I ſay; but Siſter 
is always ſo croſs-grain'd— | | 

Jenny. Lord! this Boy is enough to deaf People 
and one has really been ſtuft up in a Coach ſo long, that 
Fray, Madam could not I get a little Powder for my 
Hair ? Ws | 

Mr. If you pleaſe to come along with me, Madam. 
ks 1 I Exeunt Myr. and jenny. 

Squ. Rich, What has Siſter ta en her away naw! Mets, 
I'll go and have a little game with em. [Exit after them. 

Lady Wrong. Well, Count, I hope you won't fo far 
change your Lodgings, but you will come, and be at 
home here ſorretimes?— | . 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay! pr'ythee come and take a Bit of 
Mutton with, us, naw and tan, when thouh'ſt nowght to 
% 3 
Count Baſ. Well, Sir Francis, you ſhall find III make 
but very little Ceremony. 5 | 

Sir Fran, Why ay naw, that's hearty ! 5 

Moth. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to refreſh n 


4 


with a Diff of Tea, after your Fatigue? I think I ha 
pretty gas. Io SPED 

Lady Wrong. Tf you pleaſe, Mrs. Motherly ; but I be- 
lieve we had beſt bave it above Stairs. 
Moth. Very well, Madam: it ſhall be ready. immedi- 
%% te pu ene 2, EC NO . 
Lady Wrong. Won't you walk up, Sir? 3 
dir Fran. Moody! i 

Count 
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alter. | Lum Lady Wrong. and Kn Baſ, : 


naw. 
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Count 3a .. Shan't we ſtay for Sir Francis, Madam 75 

| Lady Wreng. Lard! don t mind him! he will come if 
he likes it. 

© Sir Fran. Ay, ay! ne'er hues me—1 ha' things to look 


AE TA 
9 
* 
2 


p % 


Enter John Moody. 


"fab Moody. Did your Worſhip want muh? 
Sir Fran. Ay, is the Coach clear'd ? and all our Things 


in ? 
Jobn Moody. Aw but a few Band- boxes, and the Nook 


that's left o'th' Gooſe Poy—But a Plague on him, the 


Monkey has pin us the flip, I think——I ſuppoſe he's 
goon to ſee his Relations ; for here looks to be a Power 
of dum in this Tawn— but heavy Ralph is ſkawer'd- after | 
him. 

Sir Fran, Why, let him go to the aac oh no- matter, | 
and the Hawnds had had him a Month a but I wiſh 
the Coach and Horſes were got ſafe to t * This is a | 
ſharp Tawn, we mun look about us here, John, there. | 
fore I would have you go along with Roger, and ſee that 
nobody runs Away with them before fey get to the Sta- 
ble. 

Jobn Moody. Alas-a- day, S f belle our ates Cattle 
woant yeaſily be run away with To-night—but. howſom- 
dever, we'ſt ta? the beſt care we can of um, poor Sawls. - 

Sir Fran. Well, well! make haſte then Moody goes 
out, d returns. 

Jol Moody. Ods Fleſh ! here 8 Maſter An come to 
wait upo* your Worſhip !. En 

Sir Fran. Wheere is he Fs e | 

© Fobn Moody. Juſt coming in at Thiethould. | t 

Sir Fran, T hen goa. about your Buſineſs, Ex. Nenn, 


Enter Manly. 


„% med „ A tad 


Couſin Monly # Sir, I am your very humble Servant. a 


Man. I heard you were come, Sir Francis —and—— . 
Sir Fran. . this was ſo kindly done of 1 


Man. I wiſh you think it fo, Couſin for I con- 
feſs, 1 ſhould . been ter e to bare ſeen you in 
any other Place. ny | Is: wo gi 
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Sir Fran, How ſoa, Sir? VVV 
Man. Nay, tis for your own ſake : I'm not concern'd. 
Sir Fran. Look you, Couſin l tho'f I know you with _ 
me well; yet I don't queſtion I thall give you ſuch weigh- - 
| ty Reaſons for what I have done, that you will ſay, Sir, 
this is the wileſt Journey that ever I made in my Life. 
Man. I think it ought to be, Couſin ; for I believe, you 
will find it the moſt expenſive one—your Election did not 
colt you ag I rifie, I ſuppoſe. | 
Sir Fran. Why ay! it's true! That—that did lick a 
little; but if a Man's wiſe, (and I han't fawnd yet that 
I'm a Fool) there are ways, Couſin, to lick one's ſelf whole 
ain. a Ls 
. Nay if you have that Secret— Ha 
| Sir Fran. Don't you be fearful, Couſin—you'll find 
that I know ſomething. . we > 3 
Man. If it be any thing for your good, I ſhould be 
glad to know it too. ; ; 
Sir Frau. In ſhort then, I have a Friend in a Corner, 
that has let me a little into what's what, at Weftminſter 
that's one Thing. „ 
Man. Very well!]! but what Good is that to do you? 
Sir Fran. Why not me, as much as it does other Folks? 
Man. Other People, I doubt, have the Advantage of 
different Qualifications, - | 
Sir Fran, Why, ay! there's it naw! you'll fay that I 
have lived all my Days 'the Country——what.then—I'm 
o'the Quorum ———1I have been at Seſſions, and I have 
made Speeches there! ay, and at Veſtry too—and may 
hap they may find here,—that I have brought my Tongue 
up to Town with me Wye take me, naw? | 
Man. If I take your Caſe right, Couſin ; I am afraid 
the firſt Occaſion you will have for your Eloquence here, 
will be, to ſhew that you have any Right to make uſe. 


a -; * * * * 
, F 1 1 7 % 
* * * 
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— 


of it at l. 8 
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Sir Fran. How d'ye mean? k; 
Man. That Sir John Werthland has lodg'd a 
againſt you. | ESE 75 
Sir Fran. Petition ! why ay! there let it lie- we ll find 
a way to deal with'that, I warrant you !—why, you for- 
get, Couſin, Sir John's o'the wrung fide, Mon! | 
Man. I doubt, Sir Francis, that will do you but little 
Service; for in Caſes very notorious (which I take yours 
to be) there is ſuch a Thing as a ſhort Day, and diſpatching 
them immediately. | ; =, 
ir 


Petition 


= Tas tft... Arco. . « — 


0 THE PROVOR'D HUSBAND; OR. 


Sir Fran. With all my Heart! the ſooner I fend Km | 


home again the better, | | 

Man. And is this the Scheme you have laid down, to 
repair your Fortune ? | 3 | 

Sir Fran. In one Word, Couſin, I think it my Duty! 
the Wrongheads have been a conſiderable Family, ever fince 
England was England ; and ſince the World knows I haye 
Talents where-withal ; they ſhan't ſay it's my Fault, if 1 
don't make as good a Figure as any that ever were at the 


Head on't. | „ 
Man. Nay! this Project as you have laid it, will come 


up to any thing your Anceſtors have done theſe five hun- 


dred Years. 
Sir Fran. And let me alone to work it! mayhap I hav'n't 


told you all, neither 


Man. You aftoniſh me! what! and is it full as praQti. 


cable as what you have told me! | 
Sir Fran. Ay, tho'f I ſay it—every whit, Coufin ? 
you'll find that I have more Irons i the Fire than one! 1 
doan't come of a Fool's Errand ! \ 
Man. Very well. | | 
Sir Fran. In a word, my Wife has got a Friend at 
Court, as well as myſelf, and her Daughter Jenny is naw 


pretty well grown up- | | 
3 Mem "TAfide.) 3 what in the Devil's Name would 
he do with the Dowdy? _ | 
Sir Fran. Naw, if I doan't lay in for a Huſband for 
her, r i'this Tawn, ſhe may be looking out for 
erſelf — | r 
. Man. Not unlikely. 5 
Sir Fran. Therefere I have ſome Thoughts of getting 
her to be Maid of Honour. 2 | 
Man. [ Afide.) Oh! he has taken my Breath away! but 
I muſt hear him out—Pray, Sir Francis, do you think her 
Education has yet qualified her for a Court? | 
Sir Fran. Why, the Girl is a little too mettleſome, it's 
true? but ſhe has Tongue enough: She woan't be daſht! 


Then ſhe ſhall learn to daunce forthwith, and that will 


ſoon teach her how to ſtand ſtill, yon know, | 
Man. Very well, but when ſhe is thus accompliſht, you 
muſt ſtill wait for a Vacancy, _- þ | 

Sir Fran. Why I hope one has a good Chance for that 
every Day, Couſin! For if I take it right, that's a Poſt, 
that Folks are not more willing to get into, than they are 


to get out of—It's like an Orange-Tree, upon that - 
WD | cawn 


E. 
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cawnt—it will bear Bloſſoms, and Fruit that's ready to 


drop, at the ſame time. | | | 

Man. Well, Sir, you beſt' know how to make good 
your Pretenſions! But pray where is my Lady, and my 
young Coufms? I ſhould be glad to ſee: them too. 
Sir Fran. She is but juſt taking a Diſh of Tea with the 
Count, and my Land lady I'll call her dawn. 
Man. No, no, if ſhe's engag'd, I ſhall call again. 
Sir Fran. Ods-heart? but you mun ſee her naw, Couſing 
what! the beſt Friend I have in the World !—Here ! 
sweet - heart! [To a Servant without.) pr ythee defire my 
Lady, and the Gentleman to come down a bit; tell her 

here's Couſin Manly come to wait upon her. | 
Man. Pray, Sir, who may the Gentleman be? 

dir Fran. Vou mun know him to be ſure; why it's 
Count Baſſet. | | | : 

Man. Oh! is it he?—Your Family will be infinitely 
happy in his Acquaintance. _ | 

Sir Fran. Troth! I think fo too: He's the civileſt Man 


that ever I knew in my Lite—why ! here he would go out 


of his own. Lodginge, at an Hour's Warning, purely to 
oblige my Family. Wasn't that kind, naw ? | 
Man. Extremely civil——the Family is in admirabh: 
Hands already! | | 5 | 
Sir Fran. Then my Lady likes him hugely——all the 
Time of Yor# Races, ſhe would never be without him. 
Man. That was happy indeed! and a prudent Man, 
you know, ſhould always take care that his Wife may 
have mnocent Company. Xo 
Sir Fran. Why ay! that's it! and J think there could 
not be ſich another? 3 Ton os 
Man. Why truly, for her Purpoſe, I think not. 
Sir Fran. Only naw and tan, he—he ſtonds a leetle too 
much upom Ceremony; that's his Fault. 5 
Man. O never fear! he'll mend that every Day | 
Mercy on us! what a Head he has! 
Sir Fran. So! here they come! 


Enter Lady Wronghead, Connt Baſſet, and Mrs. Motherly. 


Lady Wrong. Couſin Manly ! this is infinitely obliging ! 
I zm extremely glad to ſee you. 

Man. Your moft obedient Servant, Madam; I am 
glad to ſee your Ladyſhip look. fo well, after your 
Journey. ; T 


Vor. II. "I es Lady 
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Lady Wrong. Why really ! coming to London is apt 
put a lite _—_ I in one's * ee 
Man. Vet the Way of living here, is very apt te 
deaden the Complexion and give me login — tl 
ou, as a Friend, Madam, you are come to the worſt 
Place in the World, for a good Woman to grow better 
in. | | | 
Lady Wrong. Lord, Couſin! how ſhould People ever 
make any Figure in. Life, that are always moap'd up in 
the Country ? | | 
Count Baſ. Your Ladyſhip certainly takes the Thing in 
a quite right Light, Madam: Mr. Manly, your humble 
Servant — a hem. i 
Man. Familiar Puppy. [ A/ide.] Sir, your moſt obedient 
l muſt be civil to the Raſcal, to cover my Suſpicion of 
him. [Afde.] 1 | . 
Count Baſ. Was you at White's this Morning, Sir ? 
Man. Yes, Sir, I juſt call'd in. FVV 
Count Baſ. Pra: wha was there any thing done 
there? | 
Man. Much as uſual, Sir; the fame daily Carcaſes, 
and the ſame Crows about them. 5 
Count Baſ. The e had a bloody 
Tumble Yeſterday. _ 7 | 
Man. I hope, Sir, you had your Share of him. 
Count Baſ. No, faith! I came in when it was all over 
I think I juſt made a couple of Bets with him, took 


8. 


upa cool Hundred, and ſo went to the King's Arms. 
Lady Wrong. What a genteel, ealy Manner he has! 
| Mai A. very hopeful Acquaintance I have made here. 
Enter Squire Richard, avith a wet brown Paper on his a 
| | Face. 1 5 
5 \ 
Sir Fran. How naw, Dick! what's the matter with thy 1 
Forehead, Lad ? e a 
Squ. Rich. I ha' gotten a knuck upon't. 5 f 
Lady Wrong. And how did you come by it, you heedleſs 
Creature ? | | I 
Squ. Rich. Why, I was but running after Siſter, and | 


- Fother young Woman, into a little Room juſt naw : and 

ſo with that, they flapt the Door full in my Feace, and 
I thought they had beaten V. 

. | my 


gave me ſuch a whurr here 
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my Brains out! ſo I gut a Dab cf wet brown Paper here, 
to ſwage it a while. | 

Lady Wrong. They ſerv'd you right enough ! will you 
never have done with your Horſe - play? 

Sir Fran. Pooh ! never heed it, Lad, it will be well by 
To-morrow the Boy has a ſtrong Head! | 
Man. Yes, truly, his Scull ſeems to be of a comfort- 

able Thickneſs. Ade. 

Sir Fran. Come, Dick, here's Couſin Manh——Sir 
this is your God-ſon. 

Lady Wrong. Oh! here's my Daughter too. 


Enter Miſs Jenny. 


Squ. Rich. Honour'd Gudfeyther ! I « crave Jeave to aſk 
your Bleſſing. 

Man. Thou haſt it, Child——and if it will do thee 
any good, may it be to make thee, at leaſt, as wiſe a Man 
as thy Father. 5 

Lady Wrong. Miſs Jenny ! don? t you ſee your Couſin, 
Child ? 

Man. And as for thee, | my petty Dear——[ Salutes 
ber.] may'ſ{t thou be, at leaſt, as good a Woman as thy 
Mother. - 

Jenny. I wiſh I may ever be ſo handſome, Sir. 

Man, Hah! Miſs Pert! Now that's a Thought, that 
ſeems to have been hatcht 1 in the Girl on this ſide Highgate. 
[Ajide.] : 

Sir Fran, Her Tongue is a little nimble, Sir, 

Lady Wrong. That's only from her Country Education, 
Sir Francis. You know ſhe has been kept too long there 
ſo I brought her to Landon, Sir, to learn a little 
more Reſerve and Modeſty. 

Man. O, the beft Place” in the World for it every 
Woman ſhe meets will teach her ſomething of it 
There's the good Gentlewoman of the Houſe, looks like 
a knowing Perſon ; even ſhe perhaps will be ſo good as to 
ſhew her a little London Behaviour. 

Moth. Alas, Sir, Miſs won't ſtand kind in need of my 
Inſtruction. 

Man. That I dare ſay: What thou can'ſt teach her, 
ſhe will ſoon be Miſtreſs of. [ A4/ide.]J 

Moth. If ſhe does, Sir, they ſhall always be at her Ser- | 
vice. 

Lady Vrong. Very obliging, indeed, Mrs. Methert ly, 

| L 2 Sir 
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Queſtions, 


| Sie 


22 
e 


| Six Fran. Very kind and civil, trulß—1 think we are 
505 into a mighty good Hawſe here. 
Man. O yes, and very 74 Compan ß. 
Count B Humh! T's: lar bs keck 
Mb a little ſmoky——— e I had as good bruſh of 
— HF ſtxy, 1 don't know but he may a me ſome odd 


Well, Sir, I believe you and T do but hinder the 
Family. 


Count Baſ. It's very true, Sir was juſt thinking of 
going He don't care to leave me, I I fee: But it ls 


matter, we have time enough. [Ajfde.} And ſo Ladies, 
without Ceremony, 7 ur humble Servant. 


vit Count Baſſet, and drops a Letter, 
Lady Wro 1. Ha ! what Paper's this ? Some Billet-doux 
PH 7 my Life, but this is no Place to examine it. LPute 


4 oy in ber Pocket. 


Sir Fran. 25 in fach hafte, Couſin? | 
e O my Tach muſt Have a great many Affairs 
her Hands, after ſuch a Journe 
Lady Wrong. I believe, Sif, I ſhalt not have weh leſs 
= Day, while I ſtay in this T NY. of one ſort or 
er 
Man. Why truly, Ladies ſeldom went Employment 


here, Madam. i 
12. And Mamma did not come to it to be idle, 


"Man. Nor you neither, I dare a, my young Mit 
treſs. 
enny. I hope not, Sir. 
an. Ha! Miſs Mettle ! Where are you going, 


Sir Fram. Only to ſee you to the Door, Sir. 
Man. Oh | Sir Francis, I love to come and go, without | 

Ceremony. 

Sir Fran. Nay, Sir, I muſt do as you will a ae 

your humble Servant. [Exit Manly. 
Fenny. This Couſin Manly, Papa, ſeems to be but of 

an odd fort of a cruſty Humour don't like him half 


_ .. 6 well as the Count. 


Sir Fran. Pooh ! that's another thing, Child 
Dep is a little proud indeed! but however you: muſt al- 
s be civil to him, for he has a deal of Money; and no 


to y Knows who he may give it to. 1 
Lady 


1 n 
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Lady Mrang. Plhah; a Fig for his Money, you have fo 


many Projects of late about Money, ſince you are a Par- 
lament Man: What! we muſt make aurſelves Slaves to 


his impertinent Humours, eight or ten Vears perhaps, in 


hopes to be his Heirs, and then he will be juſt old enough 
to marry his Maid. 
Moth. Nay, for that matter, Madam, the n 
he is going to be married already. | 
Sir Fran. Who? Couſin Manly ? 
Lady Wrong. To whom, pray? 
Moth. Why, is it poſſible your Ladyſhip mould know 
nothing of it !——to my Lord Townly's Sifter, Lady 
Grace. 
Lady Wrong. Lady Grace ? 
Moth. Dear Madam, it has been in the News-papers! 
Lady Wrong.-1 don't like that neither. 
Sir Fran. Naw, I do; for then i it's Iikely it mayn't be 
true. 
Lady Wrong. | A/ide.] If it is not tao far gone; at 
leaſt tt may be worth one's while to throw a rub in his 


way. 


$qu. Rich. Pray, F . how lung will it be to 5 


Supper ? 

Sir Fran. Odſo! that's true! ſtep to the Cook, Lad, 
and a ſk what the can get vs? 

Math. If you pleaſe, Sir, 1 1M order one of any nAehd, to 
ſhew her where ſhe may have any thing you have a mind. 


to. 

Sir Fran. T hank you kindly, Mrs. Mother ly. 

Squ. Rich. Ods-flefh what is not it the Hawſe yet 
I ſhall be famiſht——but howild! I'll go and aſk Doll, 

an there's none o'the Gooſe Poy left. 
Sir Fran. Do ſo, and do'ſt hear, Dick ———ſee if there's 
Cer a Bottle o'th* ſtrong Beer that came 1'th* Coach with 
us——if there be, clap a Toaſt in it, and bring it 
up 

ud Rich. With a little Nutmeg and Sugar, ſhawn't L 
Feyther ? 

Sir Fran. Ay! ay! as thee and 1 always drink it for 
— thy Ways !——and I'II fll a Pipe i'th' 
mean while. [Takes one from à Pocket-caſe, andills it.] 

[Exit Squ. Rich. 

Lady Wrong. This Boyi is always thinking of his Belly! 

Sir Fran. Why, my Dear, you may allow him to be a 
little hungry after his Journey. 
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Lady Wrong. Nay, ev 'n breed him your own way 
He has been cramming in or out of the Coach all this Day 
I _ ſure——1 wiſh my poor Girl could eat a quarter as 
much. 
Jiemy. O as for that I could eat a great deal more 
Yi but then, mayhap, I ſhould grow E like 
him, and ſpoil my Shape. : 
Lady Wrong. Ay, o thou would', my Dear. 


Enter Squire Richard with a full Tantard. 


\ 8g u. Rich. Here, Feyther, I ha* brought 8 well 
I ne as I did ; for aur Doll had juſt bak d a Toaſt, and 
was going to drink it herſelf, 

Sir Fran. Why then, here's to thee, Dick ! [Drinks.] | 

Squ. Rich. Thonk yow, Feyther. 

Lady #rong. Lord i Sir Francis! I onde you can 
encourage the Boy to ſwill ſo much of that lubberly Li- 
quor it's enough to make him quite ſtupid. 
; Squ. Rich. Why it never hurts _ Mother 3 and 1 
ſleep like a Hawnd after it. [Drinks. ] 
Sir Frau. I am fire I ha” drunk it theſe thirty Vears, 
and by your Leave, Madam, I don't know that I want 
Wit: Ha! ha! 

Fenny. But you might have had a great deal more, 
Papa, - if you would have been govern 'd by my Mo- 
hers +. 
Sir Fran. Danghter| he that is | governed by his Wife, 
has no Wit at all. 

Penny. Then 3 hope I ſhall marry a Fool, Sir; for I 
love to govern dearly. | 

Sir Fran. You are too pert, Child; it don't do well 
in a young Woman. 

Lady Wrong. Pray, Sir Francis, don' t ſnub her; the has 
= fine growing Spirit, and if. you check her ſo, you will 
make her as dull as her Brother there. 

Squ. Rich. [After a long Draugot. ] Indeed, Mother, 
I tnink my Sitter is too forward. 

Jenny. You! you think I'm too forward! ſure | Bro- 
ther Mud! your Head's too heavy to tlink of any thing 
but your Belly. 

Lady Wrong. Well aid, Miſs ; ; he's none of your Ma- 
ſter, tho' he is your elder Brother. 

Squ. Rich. No, nor the ſhawn't be wy Miſtreſs, while 


ſhe's * Siſter! : 
h Sir 
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Sir Fran. Well ſaid, Dick! ſhew em that ſtawt Liquor 

makes a ſtawt Heart, Lad! | | 

Squ. Rich. So I will! and Il drink ageen, for all her! 
Drinks. ] | 


Enter John Moody. 


Sir Fran, So, Jobn ! how are the Horſes! 
John Moody. Troth, Sir, I ha' noa good Opinion o 
this Tawn, it's made up'o*'Miſchief, I think! 
Sir Fran, What's the Matter naw? | 
John Moody. Why I'll tell your Worſhip—— before we 
were gotten” to th* Street End, with the Coach, here, a 
great Lugger-headed Cart, with Wheels as thick as a brick 
Wall, laid hawld-on't, and has poo'd it aw to Bits; 
Crack! went the Perch! Down goes the Coach! and 
whang ! ſays the Glaſſes, all to Shivers ! Marcy upon us! 
an this be London ! would we were aw well in the Country 
ageen! | 9 85 8 
"Jenny What have'yon to do, to wiſh us all in the 
Country again, Mr. Lubber ? I hope we ſhall not go into 
the Country again theſe ſeven Years, Mamma ; let twenty 
Coaches be pull'd to pieces; 5 | 
Sir Fran. Hold your Tongue, Fenny.!—— Was Reger 
in no Fault, in all this * | 
Jobn Moody. Noa, Sir, nor I, noather——are not yow 
aſheam'd, ſays Roger to the Carter, to do ſnch an unkind: 
thing by Strangers? Noa, fays he, you Bumkłk in. Sir, 
he did the thing on very Purpoſe! and ſo the Folks ſaid 
that ſtood by Very well, ſays Roger, you fhall fee what 
our Meyſter will ſay to ye! Your Meyſter? ſays he; your 
Meyſter may kiſs my and ſe he clapt his Hand juit 
there, an like your Worſhip. Fleſh 1: I thought they had 
better Breeding in this Tawn. 
Sir Fran. I'll teach this Raſcal ſome, I'll warrant him! 
ng if I take him in Hand, I'II play the Devil with 
im. 
Squ. Rich. Ay do, Feyther; have him before the Par- 
liament. + , OD 
Sir Fran. Odſbud ! and fo I'wil--—I will make him 
know who I am! Where does he live? 
Jobn Moody. I believe, in London, Sir. 
Sir Frau. What's the Raſcal's Name! 
John Moody. I think I heard ſomebody c ill him Dzck.- 
Squ. Kich. What, my Name ! 
dir Fran, Where did he go! ; 
| L 4 Jobn 
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. John Moody. Sir, he went home. 

Sir Fran, Where's that? | 
- Johns Moody. By my Troth, Sir, I doan't know! 1 
heard him Tay he would croſs the ſame Street again To. 


morrow; and if we had a mind to ſtand in his way, he 


wou'd mow us over and over again. 
Sir Fran. Will he ſo! Odzooks! get me a Conftable, 
Lady Wrong. Pooh! get you a good Supper. Come, 


Sir Francis, don't put yourſelf in a Heat for what can't be 
help'd. Accidents will happen to People that travel abroad 


to ſee the World For my Part, I think it's a Mercy 
it was not over-turn'd before we were all out on't. 

Sir Fran, Why ay, :that's true again, my Dear. 

Lady Wrong. Therefore ſee 'To-morrow if we can buy 


one at ſecond-hand, for preſent Uſe; fo beſpeak a new 
- one, and then all's eaſy. f 

John Moody. Why troth, Sir, I doan't think this could 
have held you above a Day longer. | 


Sir Frau. D'ye think fo, John? | 
John Moody. Why Lyon ha' had it, ever ſince your Wor- 


ſhip were High Sher 


Sir Fran, Why then go ſee what Doll las got us for 
Supper——and come and get off my Boots, 

[Exit Sir Francis, 

Lady Wrong. In the mean time, Mils, do you ſtep to 


Handy, and bid her get me ſome freſh'N ight- clothes. 


Exit Lady Wrong. 
Jenny. Yes, Mamma, and ſome for myſelf too. 


Exit Jenny. 


| Squ. Rich. Odsfleſh | and what mun I do ah alone 3 


J'll een ſeek out where t' other pratty Miſs is, | 
And ſhe and III go play at Cards for Kiſſes. Exit. 


ACT 
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4 SCENE 1, 

SCEN E, the Lord Townly's Hou 

Euer Lord Town ly,. a : Servant abe. 


Lord Town. "HO's there! 
Serv. My Lorxd. 

Lord Town. Bid hen get nun Grace, 

00G Servant. | | | h 


"Diver: Lady Grace. 


Lady Send, What, i is the Houſe up ales ? My. Lady 
is not dreſt yet! | 

Lord Town. No Matter=———-it's three o'Clock——fthe 
may break my Reft, but ſhe ſhall not alter my Hours. 

Lady Grace. Nay, you need not fear that now, for. ſhe 
dines abroad. 

Lord Tozun. That, I ſuppoſe, is ur an Excuſe for 
ber not being ready yet. | 
Lady Grace. No, upon my Word, ſhe is engaged to 
Company. | 

Lord Daun, Where, 2 ; 

Lady Grace. At my Lady Revers and you know: TY 
never dine till Supper-time. | 

Lord Town. No truly ſhe is one of thoſe orderly. 
Ladies, who * never let the Sun thine upon any of their 
| 184 1 hut Pr'y thee, Siſter, what Humour is the in 

day? 

Lady Grace. O! in tip-top Spirits, I can aſſure you 
ſhe won à good deal laſt Night. 

Lord Town. I know no Difference between her win- 
ning or loſing, while ſhe continues her caurſe of Life. 

Lady Grace. However, ſhe is better in good Humour 
than bad. 

Lord Town. Much alike: When ſhe is in good Hu- 
mour, other People only are the better for it: When in 
a very 111 Humour, hm, ebd. I ſeldom fail to have my 
Share of her. | | 

Lady Grace. Well, we won't talk. of that NOW ——. 
Does any Body dine here ? 

Lord Town. Manly promis'd me by the way, Ma- 
dam, what do you think of his laſt Converſation ? | 

L 5 Lady 
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Lady Grace. — I am a little at a Stand about it. 
Lord Town. How ſo? - 

Lady Grace. Why —— l don't know how he can ever 
> have any Thoughts of me, that could lay down ſuch ſe- 
vere Rules upon Wives, in my hearing. 

Lord Town. Did you think his Rules unreaſonable ; ? 


Lady Grace. I can't ſay I did: But he might have had 


a little more Complaiſance before me, at leaſt, 


Lord Town. Complaiſance is only a Proof af god 


Breeding: But his Plainneſs was a certain Proof of his 
Honeſty; nay, of his good Opini 
never have open' d himſelf fo freely, but in confidence 
that your good Senſe could not be diſobliged at it. 

Lady Grace. My god Opinion of him, Brother, has 
hitherto been guided by yours: But I have receiv'd a Let- 


ter this Morning, that ſhews him a very different Man | 


from what I thought him. 
Lord Town. A Letter from whom ? 


Lady Grace. That 1 don't know, but there i It is. [Giver 


a Letiter,\ 
Lord Town. Pray ler 8 ſee. CReadl.] | 
The inclos'd, Madam, fell. — ly into any Hands ; 
if it no way concerns you, you will only bawe the trou- 
ble of reading this, from your — Friend and hum- 
ble Servant, Unknown, &c. 


Lady Grace. And this was the inclos'd; [Giving an- 


tber. ] 
Lord Town. [ Reads.] To Charles Manley, Eſq; 


Your manner of tiving with me of late, convinces me, 


that I now grow as painful to you, as to myſelf : but 
bowewver. though you can love me no longer, I hope, 
you will not let me live worſe than I did, before I left 


an bone Tacome, for my Vain | Hopes of being emer 
Yours. © VM,yrtilla Dupe. 


; DLP. S. Ti amy four Months fnce I receiv'd a Shilling 
. from von.] 
Lady Grace. What think you now ? 


Lord Town. I am conſidering 
Lady Grace. You ſee it's directed to 8 


Lord Town. That's true! but the Poſtſcript ſeems to 
be a e that 1 think he is not capable of deſerv- 


a 
Lady Grace. But who ds have Concern enough, to 


end it to me? 
Lord 


ion of you: For he would 
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Lord Town.” 1 have ol ſerved that theſe ſort of Letters, 
from unknown F r iends, generally come from ſecret Ene- 
mies. 
Lady Grace. What would you have me 301 in it? 

Lord Town. What I think you ought to do 
ſhew it him, and ſay J advis'd you to it. 

Lady Grace. Will not that have a very odd Look, from 
me? | 
Lord Toxwn. Not at all, if you ofe my Nam in it: if 
he is innocent, his Impatience to appear ſo, will diſcover 
his Regard to you: If he is guilty, it will be your beſt. 
way of preventing his Addreſſes. 

Lady Grace. But what Pretence have { to put en out 
of Countenance? 

Lord Town, I can't think there s any fear of that. 

Lady Grace. Pray what 1s't you do think then? 

Lord Town. Why certainly, that it's much more pro- 
bable, this Letter may be all an Artifice, than that he is 
in the leaſt concern'd in. it. | 


fairly 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Mr. Manly, my Lord. 
Lord Town. Do - receive him ; while 1 ſtep a Mi- 
nute in to my Lady. [Exit Lord nr 


Enter Manly. 


Man. Madam, your moſt Obedient ; they told me, 
my Lord was here. 

Lady Grace. He will be here preſently: el is s but juſt - 
gone in to my Siſter. 

Man. So ! then my Lady dines with us. 

Lady Grace. No; ſhe is e "gag 'd. 

Man. T hope you are not of her Party, Madam? 

Lady Grace. Not till after Dinner. 

Man. And pray how may ſhe have diſpos' d of the reſt. 
of the Day? | 

Lady Grace. Much as uſual ) ſhe has Viſits *till about 
eight; after that till Court time, ſhe is to be at da- 
drille, at Mrs. Idle's: After the Drawing- room, ſhe 
takes a ſhort Supper with my Lady Moonlight. And from 
thence, they go together to my Lord Noble's Aſſembly. 


Man. And are you to do all this with her, * | 
1 
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Lady Grace. Only a few ef the Viſits; I would in- 

deed have drawn her to the Play; but I doubt we have 

"gag upon our Hands, that it will not be practi- 
cable. - Wy | 

Man. But how can you forbear all the reſt of it? 

Lady Grace. There's no great Merit in forbearing, 
what one is not charm'd with, 

Man. And yet I have found that very difficult in my 
time, | 

Lady Grace. How do you mean? | | 

Man. Why, I have paſs'd a great deal of my Life, in 
the hurry 4 the Ladies, though I was generally better 
pleas'd when I was at quiet without 'em. | 
0 Grace. What: induc'd you, then, to be with 
them ? F555 

Man. Idleneſs, and the Faſhion. 

Lady Grace. No, Miſtreſſes in the caſe ? 2 

Mar. To ſpeak honeſtly——Yes——being often in the 
Toylhop, there was no forbearing the Bawbles. 
Lady Grace. And, of courſe, I ſuppoſe ſometimes you 
were "ph to pay for them, twice as much as they were 
worth. | 

Man. Why really, where Fancy only makes the Choice, 
Madam, no wonder if we are generally bubbled, in thoſe 
fort of Bargains, which I confeis has been, often my Caſe ; 
For I had conftantly ſome Coquette, or other, upon m 
Hands, whom I could love perhaps juſt enough, to put it 
in her Power to plague me. „5 

Lady Grace. Aud that's a Power, I doubt, commonly 
made uſe of. | : 

Man, The Amours of a Coquette, Madam, ſeldom 
have any other View! I look upon Them, and Prudes, to 
be Nuiſances, juſt alike; tho' they ſeem very different: 
The firſt are always plaguing the Men ; and the other are 
always abuſing the Women h „„ 
Lady Grace. And yet both of them do it for the ſame 
vain Ends; to eſtabliſh a falſe Character of being vir- 
tuous. 

Man. Of being chaſte, they mean; for they know no 
other Virtue: and, upon the Credit of that, they traffic 
in every thing elſe that's vicious: They (even againſt 
Nature) keep their Chaſtity, only becauſe they find they 
have more Power to do Miſchief with it, than they could 
poſſibly put in practice without it. . 

: Lady 
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Lady Grace. Hold! Mr. Manly: I am afraid this ſe- 
vere Opinion of the Sex, is owing to the ill Choice you 
have made of your Miſtreſſes. | 
Man. In a great meaſure, it may be fo : But, Madam, 
if both theſe Characters are ſo odious ; how vaſtly valu- 
able is that Woman, who has attain'd all they aim at, 
without the Aid of the Folly, or Vice of either? 


Lady Grace. I believe thoſe ſort of Women to be as 


ſcarce, Sir, as the Men, that believe there are any ſuch ; 


or that allowing ſuch have Virtue enough to deſerve _ 


Rai den 


them. 5 
Man. That could deſerve them then 
more favourable Reflection! | 
Lady Grace. Nay, I ſpeak only from my little Expe- 


rience : Fer (I'Il be free with youu, Mr. Manly) I don't 
know a Man in the World, that, in Appearance, might 
better pretend to a Woman of the firſt Merit, than your- 
ſelf: And yet I have a Reaſon, in my Hand, here, to 


think you have your Failings. 


Man. I have infinite, Madam; but I am ſure, the want 
of an implicit Reſpect for you, is not among the Num- 


ber——pray what is in your Hand, Madam? 


Lady Grace. Nay, Sir, I have no Title to it; for the 


Direction is to you. {Gives him a Letter.) 


Man. To me! I don't remember the Hand——[Reads 


La 
him! and his Surpriſe ſeems Natural! [4/ide.]J— Give 
me leave to tell you one thing by the way, Mr. Many; 


to hamſelf.] 
by 


That I ſhould never have ſhewn you this, but that my 


Brother enjoin'd me to it. 


Man. I take that to proceed from my Lord's good Opi- | 


nion of me, Madam. 


Lady Grace. I hope, at leaſt; it will ſtand as an Fxcufe' - 


for my taking this Liberty. 


Man. I never yet ſaw you do any thing, Madam, that 


wanted an Excuſe; and, I __ you will not give me an 
Inſtance to the contrary, by refuſing the Favour I am go- 
ing to afk you. | 

Lady Grace 
think proper to aſæ. | 

Man. Only this, Madam, to indulge me ſo far, as to 
let me know how this Letter came into your Hands. 

Lady Grace. Inclos'd to me in this, without a Name. 


Man. If there be no Secret in the Contents, Mad 1m — 


* 


Lady 


Grace. I can't perceive any change of Gullt in 


. I don't believe I ſhall refuſe any, that you 


"a 


TY hs 
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Lady Grace. Why— there is an. impertinent Inſi- 
nuation in it: But as I know your good Senſe will think. 
it ſo too, I will venture to truſt you. Ne 
Man. You'll oblige me Madam. [He takes the otber 
Letter and reads.) | | 5 
Lady Grace. [A/ide.) Now am I in the oddeſt Situa- 
tion! methinks our Converſation. grows terribly critical! 
This muſt produce ſomething :S—O lud! would it were. 
over! | | | 
Man. Now, Madam, I begin to have ſome Light into. 
the poor Project, that is at the Bottom of all this. 
Lady Grace. I have no Notion of what could be pro- 
poſed by it! 1 | 5 1 
Man. A little Patience, Madam. Firſt, as to the 
Inſinuation you mention 3 
L dy Grace. O! what is he going to ſay now! [ Aſde. J 
Man. Tho” my Intimacy with my Lord may have al- 
low'd my Viſits to have been very frequent here of late: 
Yet, in ſuch a talking Town as this, you muſt not won- 
der, if a great many of thoſe Viſits are plac'd to your Ac» 
count: And this taken for granted, I. ſuppoſe has been. 
told to my Lady Wronghead, as a piece of News, ſince 
her Arrival, not improbably without many more imagi>- 
nary Circumſtances.. W e, ee 
Lady Grace. My Lady Wronghead! | | 43 
Man. Ay, Madam, for I am poſitive this is her 
Hand! b 8 e 
Lady. Grace. What View could ſhe have in writing it? 
Man. To interrupt any Treaty of Marriage, ſne may 
have heard I am engaged in: Becauſe if I die without: 
Heirs, . her Family expects that ſome part of my Eſtate 
may return to them again. But, I hope, ſhe is ſo far miſ- 
taken, that if this Letter has given you the leaſt Un- 
eaſineſs, I ſhall think that the happieſt Moment ef my 
c 9 | 
Lady Grace. That does not carry your uſual Complai- 
fance, Mr. Manly, 3 | | 
Man. Yes, Madam, becauſe T am ſure I can convince. 
you of. my Innocence. „ FR" 
Lady Grace. I am ſure I have no right to inquire into 


- 


it, | | Rh, 
Man. Suppoſe you may not, Madam; yet you may very 
innocently have ſo much Curioſity. | 
Lady Grace. With what an artful Gentleneſs he ſteals 
into my Opinion ? [A4jide.] Well, Sir, I won't n to 
0 ave 


* 


have ſo little of the Woman in me, as to want Curioſity 
But pray, do you ſuppoſe then, this Myrtilla is a 
real, or a fictitious Name ? | ro os IS 

Man. Now I recolle&, Madam, there is a young Wo- 
man in the Hovſe, where my Lady Vrongbead * 
that I heard ſomebody call Myrtilla: This Letter may be 
written by her but how it came directed to me, I 


confeſs is a Myſtery, that before I ever preſume to ſee 


your Ladyſhip again, I think myſelf oblig'd, in Honour 

to find out. [ Going. | | ET 
Lady Grace. Mr. Manly——you are not going? 
Man. Tis but to the next Street, Madam; I ſhall be 


back in ten Minutes. 4 


Lady Grace. Nay! but Dinner's juſt coming upp. 
Man. Madam, I can neither eat, nor reſt, till I fee an 
End of this Affair! | FL TGC 
Lady Grace. But this is ſo odd! why ſhould any filly 
Curlphey of mine drive you away? | 
Man. Since you won't ſuffer it to be yours, Madam; 
then it ſhall be only to ſatisfy my own Curioſit — 
„% é Exit Manly. 
Lady Grace. Well —and now, what am I to think 


of all this? Or ſuppoſe an indifferent Perſon had heard 


every Word we have ſaid to one another, what would they 
have thought on't ? Would it have been very abſurd to 
conclude, he is ſeriouſly inclined to paſs the reſt of his Life 
with me ? I hope not for I am ſure, the Caſe is ter- 
ribly clear on my Side! ind why may not I, without Va- 
nity, ſuppoſe my——unaccountable ſomewhat has 
done as much . Execution upon him ? why—— becauſe 


he never told me ſo——nay, he has not io much as men- 


tioned the Word Love, or ever ſaid one civil thing to my 
Perſon——-well-——but he has ſaid a thouſand to my good 
Opinion, and has certainly got it——had he ſpoke firſt to 
my Perſon, he had paid a very ill Compliment to my Un- 


derſtandin I ſhould have thought him impertinent, 
and never have troubled my Head about him; but as he 
has manag'd the matter, at leaft I am ſure of one thing; 
that let his Thoughts be what they will, I ſhall never trouble 

my Head about any other Man, as long as I lire. : 
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Well, Mrs. Trugſty, is my Siſter dreſs'd.yet! 
Trufty. Ves, Madam; but my Lord has been courting 
ber ſo, I think, till they are both out of Humour. _ 
Lady Grace. How.ſo? . rr 
' Trufly. Why, it begun, Madam, with his Lordſhip's 
which my Lady faid, ſhe could not be read); upon that, 
my Lord order d them to ſtay the Dinner, and then my 
Lady order'd the Coach; then Lord took her ſhort, 
and ſaid, he had order'd the 8 to ſet up: Then 
my Lady made him a great Curt'ſy, and ſaid, che would 
wait till his Lordſhip's Horſes. had din'd, and was mighty 
pleaſant: But for fear of the worſt, Madam, ſhe whiſper 1 


me——— to get her Chair read) [ Exir Truſty. 
Lady Grace. O! here they come; and, by their Looks,. 
ſeem a little unfit for Oonpan x. [Ait Lady Grace. 
| 0943 


Enter Lady Townly, Lord Townly following. | 


Lady Town. Well " look yon, my Lord I can bear it 
no longer l nothing till but about my Fauks, my Faults 1 

Cle Sub truly C 
Lord Town. Why, Madam, if you won't hear of 
them ; how can I ever hope to ſee you mend them? 
Lady Town. Why, I don't intend to mend them 
can't mend them——yeu know I have try'd to do it an 
hundred times, and it hurts me ſo I can't bear it! 
Lord Toaun. And I, Madam, can't bear this daily li. 
centious Abuſe of your Time and Character. 
Lady Town. Abuſe ! Aſtoniſning! when the Univerſe 
knows, I am never better Company, than when I am do- 
ing what I have a mind to! But to fee this World ! that. 
Men can never get over that filly Spirit of Contradiction 
———- why but laſt Thurſday now] there you wiſely 
amended one of my Faults as you call them yon 
inſiſted upon my not going to the Maſquerade and 
Tay, what was the Conſequence ! was not.I as croſs as the 
Devil, all the Night after ? was not I forc'd to get Com- 
any at home! and was not it almoſt three o'Clock in the 
. before I was able to come to myſelf again? 
and then the Fault is not mended neither, —for next time, 
I ſhall only have twice the Inclination to go: ſo that wa 
| +5 
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this mending, and mendin V ike, is but darning An 
old Ruffle, to make it ae 3 it was before. | | 
Lord Toxwn, Well, the manner of Womens living, of 
late, is inſupportable; and one way or other | 

Lady Town. It's to be mended, I ſuppoſe! why fo it 
may; but then, my dear Lord, you muſt give one Tine 


and when Things are at worſt, you know, they may 


mend themſelves ! ha! ha! 


Lord Town. Madam, I am not in a Humour, now, 


to trifle. 

Lady Town. Why then, my Lord, one Word of fair 
Argument to talk with you, your own way now 

You complain of my late Hours, and I of your early 

ones po far we are even, you'll allow————but pray 

which gives us the beſt Figure in the Eye of the polite 


World? my active, ſpirited Three in the Morning, or 


our dull, drowſy eleven at Night? Now, I think, one 
6 the Air of a Woman of Quality, and t'other of a 
plodding Mechanic, that goes to Bed betimes, that he 
may riſe early, to open his Shop |!——Faugh ! 

Lord Town. Fy, fy, Madam! is this your way of Rea- 
ſon ing? 'tis time to wake you then——'tis not your ill 


Hours alone, that diſturb me, but as often the ill Com- 


pany, that occaſion thoſe ill Hours, 


Lady Town. Sure I don't underſtand you now, my 


Lord; what ill Company do I keep? 0 

Lord Town. Why, at beſt, Women that loſe their Mo- 
ney, and Men that win it! Or, perhaps, Men that are 
voluntary Bubbles at one Game, in hopes a Lady will 
give them fair play at another. Then that unavoidable 
mixture with known Rakes, conceal'd Thieves, and Shar- 
pers in Embroidery——— or what, to me, is ſtill more 
ſhocking, that Herd of familiar chattering crop-ear'd 
Coxcombs, who are fo often like Monkeys, there would 
be no knowing them aſunder, but that their Tails hang 


do, 
Lady Toxuz, And a Huſband muſt give eminent Proof 
of his Senſe, that thinks their Powder - puffs dangerous. 
Lord Town, Their being Fools, Madam, 1s not always 


the Huſband's Security: Or if it were, Fortune, ſome- 


times, gives them Advantages might make a thinking 
Woman tremble. 8 
Lady Town, What do you mean 


Lord Town. That Women, ſametimes, loſe more than 


they are able to pay; and if a Creditor be a little ge 
| | the 


© 


from their Head, and the Monkey's grows where it ſhould 
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the Lady may be reduc'd to try if, inſtead of Gold, the 
Gentleman will rouge of a Trinket. 

Lady Town. My Lord you grow ſcurrilous; you'll make 
me hate you. I'Il have you to know, I keep Company 
with the politeſt People in Town, and the Aſſemblies 1 
frequent are full of ſuch. 

Lord Town. So are the Churches————now and then. 

Lady Town. My Friends * them too, as well as 
the Aſſemblies. 

Lord Town. Yes, and add do it oftener, if a Groom 
of the Chambers there were allowed to furniſh Cards to 
the Company. 

Lady Toaun. I fee hat you drjen at all this while; 
you would lay an Imputation on my Fame, to cover your 
own Avarice! I might take any Pleaſures, I find, that 
were not expenſive. | 

Lord Town. Have a Care, Madam; don't let me think 
you only value your Chaſtity, to make me reproachahle for 
not indulging you in every thing elſe that's vicious, 
Madam, have a Reputation too to guard, that's dear to 
me, as yours The Follies of an ungovern d Wife ma 
make the wiſeſt Man vnealy ; but 'tis bis own Fault, if 
ever they make him contemptible. 

Lady Town. My Lord you would \make a Woman 
mad | 

Lord Town. You'd make a Man a Fool. 

Lady Town. It Heav'n has made Nu otherwiſe, that 
won't be in my Power. | 
Lord Town. Whatever may be in your Inelination, 
Madam; I'll prevent you making me a Beggar at leaſt. 

Lady Town. A Beggar! Craſus! I'm out of Patience! 
J won't come home till four To-morrow Morning: 

Lord Town. That may be, Madam; but I'Il order 
the Doors to be lock'd at twelve. 

5 Lady Town. Then I won't come home till To-morrow 
ight. 

2 Town. Then, Madan | Mou ſhall never come 
home again. [Exit Lord Town, 

Lady Town. What does he mean I never heard ſuch 
a Word from him in my Life before! the Man always 
us'd to have Manners in his worſt Humours ! there's ſome- 
thing, that I don't ſee, at the Bottom of all this but 

bis Head' 8 always upon ſome impracticable Scheme or 
other, ſo I won't trouble mine any longer about bim. 
Mr. Manly, your Servant. ls 


* rn * * 4 
. os b I 1 - Ok , * — * ma 
2 - * 


A-JOURNEY TO LONDON. 259 
fa th "eo EE 


Man. .I aſk Pardon for my Intruſion, Madam ; but I 
hope my Buſineſs with my Lord will excuſe it. 

Lady Town. I believe you'll find him in the next 
Room, Sir. | 8 | 
Man. Will you give me Leave, Madam? _ 

Lady Town. Sir——you have my Leave, tho' you 
were a Lady. | 
Man. [ A/ide.) What a well-bred Age do we live in? 

| [ Exit Manly. 


— 


Enter Lady Grace. 


Lady Town. Ol my dear Lady Grace! how could you 
leave me ſo a. ee alone all this while? | 
Lady Grace. I thought my Lord had been with you, 
Lady Town, Why yes——and therefore I wanted your 
Relief; for he has been in ſuch a Fluſter here i 
Lady Grace. Bleis me | for what? | 
Lady Town, Only our uſual Breakfaſt ; we have each 
of us bad our Diſh of Matrimonial Comfort, this Morn- 
ing! we have been charming Company | 3 
Lady Grace. I am mighty glad of it! ſure it muſt be 
a vaſt Happineſs, when a Mn and a Wife can give them- 
ſelves the ſame turn of Converſation | 2 | 
Lady Town. O! the prettieſt thing in the World ! 
Lady Grace. Now I ſhould be afraid, that where two 
People are every Day together ſo, they muit often be in 
want of ſomething to talk upon. | 
Lady Joan. O, my Dear, you are the moſt miſtaken in 
the World ! married People have-things to talk of, Child, 
that never entered into the Imagination of others. 
Why, there's my Lord and I now, we have not been 
married above two ſhort Years, you know, and we have 
already eight or ten things conttantly in Bank, that when- 
ever we want Company, we can take up any one of them 
for two Hours together, and the Subject never the flatter 
nay, if we have Occahon for it, it will be as freſh next 
Day too, as it was the firſt Hour it entertain d us. 
Lady Grace. Certainly that muſt be vaſtly pretty. 
Lady Town. O! there's no Life like it! why tother 
Day for Example, when you din'd abroad, my Lord and. 
I, after a pretty chearful tete à tete Meal, fat us down by. 
the Fire ſide, in an eaſy indolent, pick-tooth Wm for 
| | about 
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| about a Quarter of an Hour, as if we had not thought 

" of any other's being in the Room——at laſt, ſtretching 

| himſelf, and yawning ——My Dear, ſays he, AW— 

= you came home very late, laſt Night T was but juſt 

| turn'd of Two, ſays I— I was in Bed——aw——by* 
Eleven, fays he; ſo you are every Night, fays I 
Well, ſays he, I am amazed you can fit up fo late 
How can you be amaz'd, ſays I, at a Thing that happens 

ſo often upon which we -enter'd into a Converfation 
and tho' this is a Point has entertain'd us above fifty 
times already, we always find ſo many pretty new Things 
to ſay upon it, that, I believe in my Soul, it will laſt as 
long as we live. 2 | ts 

Lady Grace. But pray! in ſuch fort of Family Dia- 
logues (tho' extremely well for paſſing the Time) don't 
there, now and then, enter ſome little witty ſort of Bit- 
terneſs ? . 5 

Lady Town. O yes! which does not do amiſs at all ! 
A ſmart Repartee, with a Zeſt of Recrimination at the 
Head of it, makes the. prettieft Sherbet ; Ay, ay! if we 
did not mix a little of the Acid with it, a matrimonial So- 
ciety would be fo luſcious, that nothing but an old liquo- 
nh Prude would be able to bear it. \ 

Lady Grace. Well, certainly you have the moſt 
elegant Taſte | | 5 
Lady Town. Tho' to tell you the Truth, my Dear, E 
rather think we ſqueez'd a little too much Lemon into it, 
this Bout; for it grew ſo four at laſt, that I think 

I almoſt told him, he was a Fool——and he again 
——talk'd ſomething oddly of ——turning me out of 
Doors. | 
Lady Grace. O! have a care of that! 
Lady Town. Nay, if he ſhould, I may thank my own 
_ wiſe Father for that | 

Lady Grace. Hpw ſo? 

Lady Town. Why——when my good Lord firſt open'd 
his honourable 'Trenches before me, my unaccountable 
Papa, in whoſe Hands I then was, gave me up at Diſ- 
cretron. | 

Lady Grace. How do you mean? 

Lady Town. He faid, the Wives of this Age were 
come to that paſs, that he would not defire even his own 
D avghter ſhould be truſted with Pin- money; ſo that my 
whole Train of ſeparate Inclinations, are left entirely at 
the Mercy of an Huſband's odd Humours. 1457 
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Lady Grace. Why, that, indeed, is enough to make a 
Woman of Spirit look about her 5 

Lady Town. Nay, but to be ſerious; my Dear; what 
would you really have a Woman do in my Caſe ? 7 

Lady Grace. Why if IJ had a tober Huſband as - 
you haue, I would make myſelf the happieſt Wife in the 
World, R as ſober as he. Wig 

Lady Town, Ol you wicked thing! how- can you teize 
one at this rate? when you know he is ſo very ſober, that 
(except giving me Money) there is not one thing in the 


World he can do to pleaſe me ! And I, at the fame time, 


artly . by Nature, and partly, perhaps, by keeping the 

ſt Company, do with 3 — 
he hates! I upon Aſlemblies! my Heart bounds at a 
Ball ; and at an Opera I expire!” then I love Play 
to Diſtraftion ! Cards inchant me! and Dice—put me out 
of my little Wits! Dear! dear Hazard! oh! what a Flow 
3 it gives ane! Do you never play at Hazard, 
Child? 5 
Lady Grace. Oh! never! I don't think it fits well up- 


on Women; there's ſomething ſo maſculine, ſo much the 5 


Air of a Rake in it! you ſee how it makes the Men 


ſwear and curſe] and when a Woman is thrown into the 


ſame Paſhon———why—— | 
Lady. Toaun. That's very true! one is a little put to it, 
ſometimes, not to make uſe of the ſame Words to expreſs 


Lady Grace. Well and, upon ill Luck, pray what 
Words are you really forc'd to make uſe of? 

Lady Town. Why, upon a very hard Caſe, indeed, when 
a ſad wrong Word is riſing, juſt to one's Tongue's End, 
I give a great Gulp and ſwallow it. 

Lady Grace. Well and is not thatenough to make 
you forſwear Play, as long as you live? 

Lady Town. O yes! I have forfworn it. 

Lady Grace. Seriouſly ? | 
Lady Town. Solemnly ! a thouſand. times; but then 
one is conſtantly forſworn. 7 | 
Lady Grace. And how can you anſwer that? 

Lady Town. My Dear, what we ſay, when we are 
Loſers, we look upon to be no more binding than a Lo- 
'ver's Oath, or a Great Man's Promiſe. But I beg Par- 
den, Child; I ſhould not lead you fo far into the World; 


you are a Prude, and deſign to live foberly. 


Lady Grace. Why, I confeſs, my Nature and my Edu- 
cation do, in a good degree, incline me that way. 
Cv | Lady 
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Lady Town. Well! how a Woman of Spirit, (for you 


don't want that, Child) can dream of living ſoberly, is 

to me inconceivable! for you will marry, I ſuppoſe. 
Lady Grace. I can't tell but I may. oh 

Lady Town. And won't you live in Town ? 


Lady Grace. Half the Year, I ſhould like it very well. 


Lady Town. My Stars! and you would really live in 
London half the Year to be ſober in it? | | 
Lady Grace. Why not? | 


Lady Town. Why can't you as well go, and be ſober 


in the Country? 


Lady Grace. So I would tother half Year. 


Lady Town. And pray, what comfortable Scheme of 


Life would you form now, for your Summer and Winter 
ſober Entertainments? 


Lady Grace. A Scheme that, I think, might very well 


content us. 10 

Lady Toaon. O ! of all things let's hear it. 

Lady Grace. Why, in Summer, I could paſs my lei- 
ſure Hours m riding, in reading, in walking by a Canal, 
or ſitting at the End of it under a great Tree; in dreſſing, 
dining, chatting with an agreeable Friend, perhaps, hear- 
ing a little Muſick, taking a Diſh of Tea, or a Game of 
Cards, ſoberly! managing my Family, looking into its 
Accounts, playing with my Children (if Thad any) or in 
a thouſand other innocent Amuſe ments ſoberly ! and 


exp + by theſe Means, I might induce my Huſband to 


e as ſober as myſelf 1 i 
Lady Town. Well, my Dear, thou art an aftoniſhing 
Creature! For ſure ſuch primitive antediluvian Notions of 
Life, have not been in any Head theſe thouſand Years— 
Under a great Tree! O' my Soul! But I beg we may 
have the ſober Town-ſcheme too—for I am charm'd with 
the Country one ! | eg 
Lady Grace. You ſhall, and III try to ſtick to my So- 
briety there too. 5 | 5 
Lady Town. Well, tho' I'm fure it will give me the 
Vapours, I muſt hear it however. | | 
Lady Grace. Why then, for fear of your fainting, Ma- 
dam, I will firſt fo far come into the Faſhion, that I would 
never be dreſs'd ont of it but ſtill it ſhould be ſoberly. 
For I can't think it any Diſgrace to a Woman of my pri- 
vate Fortune, not to wear her Lace as fine as the Wed- 
ding-ſuit of a firſt Dutcheſs. Tho' there is one Extrava- 
gance I would venture to come up to. | 
Lady Town. Ay, now for it 


Lady 


9 
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Lady Grace. I would every Day be as clean, as a Bride. 
Lady Town. Why.the Men fay, that's a great Step to 
be made one 


1 would go to Court; 
ſometimes to an Aſſembly, nay, play at Quadrille 


ſoberly : I would ſee all the good Plays; and, (becauſe 


*tis the Faſhion) now and then an Opera but? woot 
not expire there, for fear I ſhould never go again: And 


laſtly, I can't ſay, but for Curioſity, if I lik'd my Com- 


pany, I might be drawn in once toa Maſquerade! And 
this, Ithink, is as far as any Woman can go — ſoberly. 


Lady Town. Well! if it had not been for that laſt Place 


of Sobriety, I was juſt going to call for ſome Surfeit- 


Lady Grace. Why, don't you think, with the farther. 
Aid of Breakfaſting, Dining, taking the Air, Supping, 


Sleeping, not to ſay a Word of Devotion, the four and 
twenty Hours might roll over in a tolerable Manner ? 
Lady Grace. Tolerable? Deplorable! Why, Child, 


all you propoſe, is but to Endure Life, now I want to En- 
joy it ; | 


Enter Mrs. Truſty. 


Truſ. Madam, your Ladyſhip's Chair is ready. | 

Lady Town. Have the Footmen their white Flambeaux 
yet? For laſt Night I was poiſon'd. 

J. Yes, Madam: there were ſome come in this 


| Morning. [Exit Truſty. 


Lady Town. My Dear, you will excuſe me; but you 
know my time is ſo precious q | 5 
Lady Grace. That I beg I may not hinder your leaſt 
Enjoyment of it. 1 bo 
Lady Town. You will call on me at Lady Rewel's? 
Lady Grace. Certainly. os : 
Lady Town. But I am ſo afraid it will break into your 
Scheme, my Dear. | 


Lady Grace. When it does, I will 


from you. | 


ſoberly break 


Lady Town. Why then, till we meet again, dear Siſter, 
Iwiſh you all tolerable Happineſs. Exit Lady Town. 
Lady Grace. There ſhe goes—Daſh ! into her Stream 
of Pleaſure ! poor Woman | ſhe is really a fine Creature 


and 
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Well now you are dreſt— pray let's ſee 
to what Purpoſe ? „ | 
Lady Grace. I would viſit that is, my real Friends; 

but as little for Form as poſſible. | 
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and ſometimes infinitely agreeable ! nay, take her out of 
the madneſs of this Town, rational in her Notions, and eaſy 

to live with: But ſhe is ſo borne down by this Torrent of 

Vanity in vogue, ſhe thinks every Hour of her Life is loſt 

that ſhe does not lead at the Head of it. What it. will 

end in, I tremble to imagine Ha! my Brother, 
and Manly with him I 1 gueſs what they have been talking 
of —-T ſhall hear it in my Turn, I ſuppoſe, but it won't 
become me to be inquiſitive. [Exit Lady Grace, 


Enter Lord Townly and Manly. 


Lord Town. I did not think my Lady Wronghead had 
ſuch a notable Brain: Tho! I can't ſay the was ſo: very 
wile, in truſting this filly Girl, you call Myreilla, with the 
Secret. 5 8 . 
Man. No, my Lord, you miſtake me, had the Gir! 
beengn the Secret, perhaps I had never come at it myſelf. 
$6 Town. Why I thought you ſaid the Girl-wrote this 
Letter to you, and that my Lady Wropghead ſent it in- 
_ clos'd to my Siſter ? | 
Man. If you pleaſe to give me Leave, my Lord the 
Fact is thus—This inclos'd Letter to 455 Grace was 2 


real original one, written by this Girl, to the Count we 
have been talking of: Fhe Count dròps it, and my 
Lady Wronghead finds it: Then only changing the Cover, 
ſhe ſeals it up as a Letter of Buſineſs, juſt written by her- 
ſelf, to me: And pretending to be in a Hurry, gets this 
innocent Girl to write the Direction for her. Gs | 

Lord Town. Oh ! then the Girl did not know ſhe was 
ſupericribing a Billet-doux'of her on to you? 

Man. No, my Lord; for when I firſt queſtioned: her 
about the Direction, ſhe own'd it immediately: But when I 
ſhew'd her that her Letter to the Count was within it, and 
told her how it came into my Hands, the poor Creature 
was amaz'd-and thought herſelf betray'd both-by the Count 
and my Lady in ſhort, upon this Diſcovery the Girl 

and I grew gracious, that ſhe has let me into ſome Tranſ- 
actions, in my Lady Wronghead's Family, which, with 
my having a careful Eye over them, may prevent the Ruin 
6 | „„ | 
Lord Toaun. You are very generous, to be ſo ſolicitaus 
for a Lady that has given you io much Uneaſineſs. 
Manu. But I will be moſt unmerciſully reveng'd of her: 
| . | ther 
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for I will do her the greateſt Friendſhip. in the World 
apaint ner Wh. oO SIT TD | 

Lord Town. What an uncommon Philoſophy art thou 
Maſter of ? to make even thy Malice a Virtue! 55 

Man. Vet, my Lord, I aſſure you, there is no one Ac- 
tion of my Life gives me more Pleafiore than your Appro- 


Lord Town. Dear Charles ! my Heart's impatient, *till 


thou art nearer to me: And as a Proof that 1 have lon 


wiſh'd thee ſo, while your daily Conduct has choſen ra- 
ther to deſerve than aſk my Siſter's Favour, - I have been 


as ſecretly induſtrious to make her ſenſible of your Merit: 


And ſince, on this Occaſion, you have open'd your whole 


Heart to me, tis now with, equal Pleaſure, I aſſure you, 


we have both ſucceeded —he is as firmly yours 


Man. Impoſſible l you flatter me 


Lord Town. I'm glad you think it Flattery But the 


| herſelf ſhall prove it none: She dines with us alone; When 
the Servants are withdrawn, I'Il open a Converſation, that 


ſhall excuſe my leaving you together——O ! Charles! 
had I, like thee, been cautious m my Choice, what me- 
lancholy Hours had this Heart avoided ! | 

Man. No more of that, I beg, my Lord 

Lord Town. But *twill, at leaſt, be ſome Relief to my 
Anxiety (however barren of Content the State has been 
to me) to ſee ſo near a Friend and Siſter happy in. it: Your 
Harmony of Life will be an Inſtance how much the Choice 
of Temper is preferable to Beauty. 


While your ſoft Hours in mutual Kinkneſs move, | 
You'll reach by Virtue what I loſt by Love. | 
4s +, _ [Exeunt. 
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sc EN E, Mrs. Motherly's lose. 


ACT lv. sc E NE I. 


Euter Mrs. Motherly, meeting Myrtilla. © 


Moth. 8 O, Niece! where is it poſſible you can have been 
[RJ theſe fix Hours? „ 
Myr. O! Madam! I have ſuch a terrible Story to tell 


Fou! | 


** Moth." A Story ! Ods my Life! What have you done 


with the Count's Note of five hundred Pounds, I ſent you 


about? is it ſafe? is it good? is it Security? 


. Myr. Yes, yes, it is ſaſe: But for its Goodneſs 


Merey on us! I haye been in a fair Way to be hang d 


about it? 


' Moth. The dickens! has the Rogue of a Count play d 


| oF 


us another Trick then? | 


Mr. You ſhall hear, Madam ; when 1 came to Mr. 
Caſb, the Banker's, and ſhew'd him his Note for five 


hundred Pounds, payable to the Count, or Order, in two 


Months — he look d earneſtly upon it, and deſired me to 


ſtep into the inner Room, while he examin'd his Books 


after I had ſtaid about ten Minutes, he came in to 


' me—claps to the Door, and charges me with a Conſtable 


for Forgery. 


Moth. Ah poor Soul! and how didſt thou get off! 


Myr. While I was ready to fink in this Condition, I 
begg'd him to have a little Patience, till I could ſend for 
Mr. Manly, whom he knew to be a Gentleman of Worth 
and Honour, and who, I was fure, would convince him, 


Whatever Fraud might be in the Note, that I was myſelf 
an innocent abus'd Woman 


and as good Luck would 


have it, in leſs than half an Hour Mr. Manly came ſo, 
without mincing the Matter, I fairly told him upon what 
Deſign the Count had lodg'd that Note in your Hands, 
and, in ſhort, laid open the whole Scheme he had drawn us 
into, to make our Fortune. . 1 
Moth. The Devil you did! REG. 
Myr. Why how do you think it was poſſible, I could 
any otherwways make Mr. Manly my Friend, to help me out 


of the Scrape I was in? To conclude, he ſoon made Mr. 


Caſb eaſy, and ſent away the Conſtable; nay, farther, he 
promis'd me, if I would truſt the Note in his Hands, he 
would take care it ſhould be fully paid before it was due, 


and at the ſame time would give me an ample Revenge 
upon 


A JOURNEY TO LONDON. 267 
upon the Count; ſo that all you have to conſider now, 
Madam, is, whether you think yourſelf ſafer in the Count's 
Hands, or Mr. Manly's. 1 | 
Moth. Nay, nay, Child; there is no Choice in the mat- 
ter! Mr. Manly may be a Friend indeed, if any thing in 
our Power can make him ſo. 1 | | 

Myr. Well, Madam, and now pray, how ſtand Mat- 
ters at home here ? What has the Count done with the La- 
dies? | 7 7 
Moth. Why every thing he has a mind to do, by this 
time, I ſuppoſe. He is in as high Favour with Miſs, as 
heis with my Lady. | 

Myr. Pray, where are the Ladies? | | 

Moth. Rattling abroad in their own Coach, and the 
well-bred Count along with them : They have been ſcour- 
ing all the Shops in Town over, buying fine Things and 
new Clothes from Morning to Night : They have made 
one Voyage already, and have brought home ſuch a Cargo 
of Bawbles and Trumpery—— Mercy on the poor Man 
that's to pay for them! 1 

Myr. Did not the young Squire go with them! 

Moth. No, no; Miſs ſaid, truly he would but diſgrace 
their Party : ſo they even left him aſleep by the Kitchen 
Fi 
Myr. Has not he aſked after me all this while? For I 
nad a fort of an Aſſignation with him. 

Moth. O yes! he has been in a bitter Taking about it. 
At laſt his Diſappointment grew ſo uneaſy, that he fairly 
fell a crying; 15 to quiet him, I ſent one of the Maids 
and John Moody abroad with him to ſhew him the 


Lions, and the Monument. Ods me! there he is, juſt 


come home again you may have Buſineſs with him— 
ſo I'll even turn you together. BN, | 


Enter Squire Richard. 


Squ. Rich. Soah! ſoah! Mrs. Myrtilla, where han 
you been aw this Day, forſooth ? 
Mr. Nay, if you go to that, Squire, where have you 
been, pray? Wi 3 
Squ. Rich. Why, when I fun' at you were no likely to 


come whoam, I were ready to hong my Sel——ſo John 
Moody, and I. and one o' your Laſſes have been Lord 


knows where—— a ſeeing o' the Soights. | 
Mr. Well, and pray what have you ſeen, Sir? 
; -—- "MY . 5 Squ. 


— ——— 


w_ 


— « MES? 
_ — — = — 
— — —— s 
; —— W— rw" — _ — 2 
ok — ——— — F _ IS Mp3 - nnn MERRY. - 
—* 81 4 * - Þ- ; 
. — Ln — 2 1 ot — —_ 2 a * 7 py 2 p 1 
FFP ; IE . n 
— rg * — = — 58 


— 
4 — — 
ore ns 1 — 
_ * N "- 
— = = - 
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©. Squ. Rich. Fleſh ! I cawnt tell, not I— ſeen every 
thing I think. Firſt there we went o' top o' the what 
d'yecall it? there, the great huge ſtone Poſt, up the rawnd 
and rawnd Stairs, that twine and twine about, juſt an as 
thof it was a Cork Scrue. ET 
Mr. O, the Monument! well, and was it not a fine 
Sight from the Top of it? * 

Squ. Rich. Sight, Miſs ! I know no'——1 ſaw nowght 
but Smoak and brick Houſen, and Steeple Tops——then 
there was ſuch a mortal Ting-tang of Bells, and Rum- 
Sling of Carts and Coaches, and then the Folks under 
one look'd ſo ſmall, and made ſuch a Hum, and a Buz, 
it put me in mind of my Mother's Great glaſs Bee-hive in 
our Garden in the Country. | > 5 


* I think, Maſter, you give a very good Account 
OT it. | | | 
Squ. Rich. Ay! but I did no' like it: for my Head 
my Head—began to turn—ſo I trundled me dawn Stairs 
agen like around Trencher. | 1 
Myr. Well! but this was not all you ſaw, I ſup- 
ſe P a | | | | 
99 550 Rich. Noa! noa! we went after that, and ſaw the 
Lions, and I lik'd them better by hawlf\; they are pure 
grim Devils; hoh, hoh! I touke a Stick, and gave one of 
them ſuch a Poke o' the Noaſe-——1I believe he would ha' 
ſnapt my Head off, an he could ha' got me. Hoh! hoh! 
hoh! | | * 8 
Mr. Well, Maſter, when you and I go abroad, I'll 
ſhew you prettier Sights than theſe—there's a Maſquerade 
'To-morrow. 
-  Squ. Rich. O Laud ! ay! they fay that's a pure thing 
for Merry Andrews, and thoſe ſort of comical Mummers 
and the Count tells me, that there Lads and Laſſes 
may jig their Tails, and eat, and drink, without grudg- 
ing, all Night-lung. : 5 
Mr. What would you ſay now, if I ſhould get you 


a Ticket, and go along with you ? 
„gn, Rich.i Ah. dear! ;. 1 
Myr. But have a Care, Squire, the fine Ladies there are 
terribly tempt ing; look well to your Heart, or Ads me! 
they II whip it up in the Trip of a Minute. SE 
Sgqu. Rich. oe thay cawnt thoa——ſo let um 
look to themſelves, an' ony of um falls in love with me 
mayhap they had as good be quiet. 2 5 ; 
Mr. Why ſure you would not refuſe a fine Lady, would 
you ? | . 


Squ- 
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Squ. Rich, Ay, but I would tho' unleſs it were——one 
as I know of. 

' Myr. Oh! oh! then you have left your Heart in the 
Country, I find? 5 

Squ. Rich. Noa, noa, my Heart — eh — m5 Heart 
e'nt awt o' this Room. 
Mr. I am glad you have it about you, however. 

Squ. Rich. Nay, mayhap not ſoa noather, ane 
elſe may have 1 it, 'at you little think of. 

Myr. I can't i nagine what you mean! 

Squ. Rich. Noa! why don't you know how many Folks 
1 is in this Room, naw ? 

_ Very fine, Maſter, I fee you have learnt the Town 

Gallantry already, 


Squ. Rich. Why doan't you believe at 1 have a Kind- 


neſs for you then? 
Myr. Fy ! fy! Maſter, how you talk 1 beſide you are 
too young to think of a Wife. 
1 Rich, Ay! but I caunt help thinking o yow, for 
that. 


Myr. How! why ſure, Sir, you don't pretend to think 


of me in a diſhonourable way? 
Squ. Rich. Nay, that's as you ſee 8⁰⁰d—1 did no? 
think at you would ha' thowght of me for a Huſband, 


mayhap; unleſs I had Means, in my own Hands; and | 


1 0% allows me but half a Crown a Weck, as Tous a 
while 
Mr. Oh! * I like any Body, tis not want of 
Money will make ine refuſe them. 

Squ. Rich. Well, that's juſt my Mind now; for 'an 
I like a Girl, Miſs, J would take her in her Smuck; 

Myr. Ay, Maſter, now you ſpeak like a Man of Ho- 
nour : This ſhews ſomething of a true Heart in you. 

Squ. Rich. Ay, and a true Heart you'll find me; try 
when you will, 

Myr. Huſh l huſh ! here's your Papa come home, and 
my Aunt with him 


Squ. Rich. A Devil rive 'em, what do they come naw. 


for? 


Myr. When you and I get to the Maſquerade, you ſhall 


ſee LO I'll fay to you. 
5 Rich. Well, Hands upon't then 
Iyr. There 
Squ. Rich. One Buſs, and 2 Bargain. Kiſſes ber.] 
Ads wauntlikins! as ſoft and plump as a Marrow-Pud- 
ding. [ Exeuni ſeerally. 
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Enter Sir Francis Wronghead and Mrs. Motherly, 
Sir Fran. What! my Wife and Daughter abroad, fay 


ou ? 
4 Moth. O dear Sir, they have been mighty buſy all the 
Day long; they juſt came home to ſnap up a ſhort Din- 
ner, and ſo went out again, x 
Sir Fran. Well, wal, I ſhan't ſtay Supper for em I 
can tell em that: For Ods-heart! I have had nothing in 
me, but a Toaſt and Tankard, fince Morning. | 
Moth, I am afraid, Sir, theſe late Parliament Hours 
won't agree with you. : | | 
Sir Fran. Why, truly, Mrs. Motherly, they don't do 
5 with us Country Gentlemen; to loſe one Meal out 
of three, is a hard Tax upon a good Stomach, rg 
Moth. It is ſo indeed, Sir. | : 
Sir Fran. But, hawſomever, Mrs. Motherly, when we 


conſider, that what we ſuffer is for the Good of our Coun- 


_ iy | 


Moth. Why truly, Sir, that is ſomething, 
Sir Fran, Oh! there's a great deal to be ſaid for't— — 
the Good of one's Country is above all Things A 
true hearted Engliſbman thinks nothing too much for it— 
-T have heard of ſome honeſt Gentlemen ſo very zealous, 
that for the good of their Country they would ſome- 
times go to Dinner at Midnight. | | 
Moth. O! the Goodneſs of em! ſure their Country 
mult have a vaſt Eſteem for them ? | 
Sir Fran. So they have, Mrs. Motherly; they are fo 
reſpected when they come home to their Boroughs, after 
a Seſſion, and fo belov'd that their Country will 
come home and dine with them every Day in the Week. 
Moth. Dear me! What a fine thing tis to be ſo po- 
pulous ? | | : | | 
Sir Fran. It is a great Comfort, indeed! and 1 can af- 
ſure you, you are a good ſenſible Woman, Mrs. Motherly, 
Meth. O dear Sir, your Honour's pleas'd to Compli- 
ment. | 7 | | EE 
Sir Fran. No, no, I ſee you know how to value People 
of Conſequence. Sits 5 
Mot. Good lack l here's Company, Sir; will you give 
me leave to get you a little ſomething till the Ladies come 
home, Sir ? 33 5 
Sir Fran. Why troth, I don't think it would be amiſs. 
Moth. It ſhall be done in a Moment, Sir. [ Exit. 


* 


' Eater 
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Enter Manly. „ 


Man. Sir Francis, your Servant. 

Sir Fran. Couſin Man). FF 
Man. I am come to ſee: how the Family goes on here. 
Sir Fran. Troth ! all as buſy as Bees; I have been 
upon the Wing ever ſince Eight o Clock this Morn- 


ing. | 

"Man, By your early Hour, then, I ſuppoſe you have 
been making your Court to ſome of the Great Men. 

Sir Fran. Why, Faith! you have hit it, Sir——T was. 

advis'd to loſe no Time: So I e'en went ſtraight forward, 
to one great Man I had never ſeen in my Life before. 

Man. Right! that was doing Buſineſs: But who had 
you got to introduce you ? mew 1 5 

Sir Fran, Why, no Body -I remember'd I had heard 
a oe ſay—My Son, be bold—ſo troth ! I introduc'd 
my ſelf. 2.415 | SES, 

| Rom As how, prav ? | | ti 

Sir Fran, Why, thus Look ye —Pleaſe your 
Lordſhip, ſays I, I am Sir Francis Wronghead of Bum: 
ber. Hal, and Member of Parliament for the Borough of 
Guxgledoaun— Sir, your humble Servant, ſays my Lord; 
tho' I have not the Honour to know your Perſon, I have 
heard you are a very honeſt Gentleman, and I am glad 

your Borough has made choice of ſo worthy a Repreſen- 
tative; and ſo, ſays he, Sir Francis, have you any Service 
to command me? Naw, Coutin ! thoſe laſt Words, you 
may be ſure gave me no ſmall Encouragement. And thof 
I know, Sir, you have no extraordinary Opinion of my 
Parts, yet, I believe, you won't ſay I miſt itnaw ! AID, 

Man. Well, I hope I ſhall have no Cauſe. 

Sir Fran. So when I found him fo courteous — ; 
My Lord, ſays I, I did not think to ha' troubled your 
Lordſhip with Buſineſs upon my firſt Viſit : but ſince your 
Lordſhip is pleas'd not to ſtand upon Ceremony: | 
ey truly, fays I, I think naw is as good as another 

ime. i | . 


Man. Right] there you puſh'd him home.  _ 
Sir Fran. Ay, ay, I had a mind to let him ſee that I 

vas none of your mealy-moyth'd ones. Wy fue? 

Man. Very good ! | | Pina | 
Sir Fran. So, in ſhort, my Lord, ſays I, I have a good 
Eſtate—but—a—it's a little awt at Elbows : and as I defire 
ASS: to 


Fortune! 


— 
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to ſerve my King, as well as my Country, I ſhall be yer; 

willing to accept of. a Place at Cone: 2 e 
Man. So, this was making ſhort Work on't. | 

Sir Fran. cod! I ſhot him flying, Couſin :- Some of 
your Hawlf-witted Ones naw, would ha' humm'd and 
haw'd, and dangled a Month or two after him, before they 
durſt open their Mouth about a Place, and mayhap, not 
ä ARnane.: 1 Ai i275 pri ag ep 

Man. Oh! I'm glad you're ſo ſure on't—— 

Sir Fran. You ſhall hear, Couſin——- Sir Francis, ſays 
my Lord, pray what ſort of a Place, may you ha* turn'd 
your Thoughts upon? My Lord, ſays I, Beggars muſt 
not be Chuſers ; but ony Place, ſays I, about 'a thouſand 
a Year, will be well enough to be doing with till fome- 
thing better falls infor I thowght it would not look well 
to ſtond haggling with him at Firſt, II O07 ES 116 
Man. No, no, your Buſineſs was to get Footing any 
Way. + dg : | x 
Sir Fran. Right ! there's it | ay, Couſin, I ſee you know 
the World ! | 

Man. Yes, yes, one ſees more of it every Day 
well! but what ſaid my Lord to all this? 4 
Sir Fran. Sir Francis, ſays he; I ſhall be glad to ſerve 
you any way, that lies in my Power; ſo he gave me a 
Squeeze by the Hond, as much as to ſay, Give yourſelf 
no Trouble I'll do your Buſfinefsz with that he 
turn'd him abawt to ſome-body with a coloured Ribbon 
a croſs here, that look'd in my Thowghts, as if he came 
for a Place too. | [OI HE. 

Man. Ha! ſo, upon theſe Hopes, you are to make your 


Sir Fran. Why, do you think there's ony Doubt of it, 
Sir? | | „ 
Man. Oh no, I have not the leaſt Doubt about it—— 
fer juſt as you have done, I made my Fortune ten Years 


ago. | 
| eie Fran. Why, I never knew you had a Place, Cou- 
=, „ 5 | 1 75 
Man. Nor I neither, upon my Faith, Couſin. But 
you, perhaps, may have better Fortune: For I ſuppoſe 
my Lord heard of what Importance you were in the De- 
bate To- day You have been ſince down at the Houſe, 
I preſume! Pl 2 55 23 
Sir Fran. O yes! I would not neglect the Houſe, for 
Sz 5 TE arr 1 1754-0 
9 1 Man. 


* 
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Man. Well, and pray what have they done there 25 

Sir Fran. Why, troth ! I can't well tell you, what they 
have done, but I can tell you what I did: and I think 
pretty well in the main; only I happen d to make a little 
Miſtake at laſt, indeed. 

Man. Hew was that ? 

Sir Fran. Why, they were all. got ans into a ſort of 
a puzzling Debate, about the good of the Nation— 
and I were always for that, you know but in ſhort, 
the Arguments were ſo long-winded o' both Sides, that 
waunds! I did no well underſtand 'um : Hawſomever, I 
was convinc'd, and fo reſolv'd to vote right, according to 
my Conſcienee ſo when they came to put the Quel- 
tion, as they call it, I don't know 
I doubt I cry'd Ay ! when I ſhould ha, cry q No f 

Man. How came that about? 

Sir Fran. Why, by a Miſtake, as L tell you for 
there was a good-humour'd fort of a Gentleman, one Mr. 
Tot her ſide I think they call him, that ſat next me, as ſoon 
as I had cry'd Ay ! gives me a hearty ſhake by the Hand! 
Sir, ſays he, you are a Man of Honour, and a true En- 
gliſoman ! and I ſhould be proud to be better acquainted 
with you——and ſo with that, he takes me by the Sleeve, 
along with the Crowd into the Lobby fo, I knew 
newght—but Ods-fleſh! I was got o'the wrung Side the 
Poſt—for I were told, afterwards, I ſhould Hye ſtaid 
where I was. 

Man. And ſo, if you had not quite dle your Fortune | 
before, you have clench'd it now !——Ah! thou Head of 
the Wrongheads. [ Afide.) 

Sir Fran. Odſo! here's my Lady come home at Jait 
; I hope, Couſin, you will be ſo kind, as to take a 

Family Supper with us? 
Man. Another time, Sir Francis; 3 but To-night, Lam 


engaged |! | 
Enter Lady Wronghead, Mz ifs Jenny, and Count Baſſet. 


Lady Vrong. Couſin! your Servant I * you will 
pardon my Rudeneſs: But we have really been in ſuch a 
continual Hurry here, that we have not had a leiſure Mo- . 
ment to return your laſt Viſit. 
Man. O Madam! I am a Man of no Ceremony; ; you | 


ſee that has not hinder'd my coming gh 
| M 5 y -*: "+ Rn 
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Lady Wrong. You are infinitely obliging ; but I'll re- 
deem my Credit with you. | 
Man. At yonr own time, Madam. 
Count Baſ. I muſt ſay that for Mr. Manly, Madam; 
if dme, eople eaſy is the Rule of e e he 
is certainly the beſt- bred Man in the World. | 
Man. Soh! I am not to drop my Acquaintance, I find 
—[A4/ae.} I am afraid, Sir, I ſhall grow vain upon your 
good Opinion. . 1 
Count Baſ. I don't know that, Sir; but J am ſure, what 
you are pleas'd to ſay, makes me ſo. 
Man. The moſt impudent Modeſty that ever I met 
with. [Alde.] 11 . 
Lady Wrong. Lard! how ready his Wit is? [ AAide.] 
Sir Fran. Don't you think, Sir, the Count's. X 
a very fine Gentleman? | l 
Man. Ol among the Ladies, certainty. 
Sir Fran. And yet he's as ſtout as a Lion: 
Waund, he'll ſtorm any thing. 
Man. Will he fo? Why then, Sir, take care 
of your Citadel. | 
Sir Fran. Ah! you are a Wag, Couſin. | 
Man. I hope, Ladies, the Town Air continucs to agree 
with you ? | | TER | 
Fenn. O! perfectly well, Sir! We have been. abroad 
m our new Coach all Day long—and we. have bought an 
Ocean of fine Things. And To-morrow we go to the 
Maſquerade ! and on Friday to the Play] and on Saturday 
to the Opera! and on Sunday, we are to be at the what- 
d'ye call it—Aſſembly, and ſee the Ladies play at Qua- 
drille, and Piequet and Ombre, and Hazard and Baſſet ! 
And on Monday, we are to ſee the King! and fo on 
Tueſday— | — 
Lady Wrong. Hold, hold, Miſs ! you muſt not let your 
Tongue run fo faſt, Child—you forget! you know I 
brought yon hither to learn Modeſty. p 5 
Man. Ves, yes! and ſhe is improv'd with a Vengeance 
n—[ Afide.} 135 . | | 
Jemy. Lawrd! Mama, I am ſure I did not ſay any 
Harm! and if one muſt not ſpeak in one's Turn, one 
may be kept under as Tong as one lives, for aught I ſee. 
Lady Wrong. O' my | Conſcience, this Girl grows fo 
Headſtrong —— 5 TE 
Sir Fran. Ay, ay, there's your fine growing Spirit for 
vou! Now tack it dawn, an' you can. 
Jenny- 


Apart. 
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* All I ſaid, Papa, was only to entertain my 
Couſin Manly. 

Man. My pretty Dear, I am mightihroblig'd to you. 

Jenny. Look you there now, Madam. 3 | 

Lady Wrong. Hold your Tongue, I ap. 

Jenny. [Turning away and glowting.) 1 declare it, I 
won't bear it: ſhe is always ſnubbing me before you, Sir! 
l know why ſhe does it, well enough ¶ Aſide t, il e 
Count. ] > 

Count Baſ. Huſh ! huſh, my Dear! don't be uneaſy at 


that! ſhe'll ſuſpect us. LAAde.] 
Jenny. Let her ſuſpect, what do I care—I don't know, 


but I have as much Reaſon to ſuſpect, as ſhe——tho' per- 
haps I'm not ſo afraid of her. 


Count Baſe [ Aide. ] I' gad, if I don't keep a tight Hand 
on my Tit, here, ſhe'll run away with my Project before 
I can bring it to bear: 

Lady Wrong. [ Aſide.] Perpetually hanging upon him! 
The young Harlot is certainly in love with him; but I 
muſt not let them {ſee I think fo and yet I can't bear it; 
Upon my Life, Count, you'll ſpoil that forward Girl | 
you ſhould not encourage her ſo. 

Count Baſ Pardon me, Madam, I was only adviſing 
her to obſerve what your Ladyſhip ſaid to her. | 

Man. Ves, truly, her ; Obſervations have been ſome- | 
thing particular. [A4/ide. L 

Count Baſ. In one Word, Madam, ſhe has a) 

Jealouſy of your Ladyſhip, and | am forc'd to 
encourage her, to blind it; *twill' be better to 


take no Notice of her Behaviour to me. 


Lady Wrong. You are rights I will be more 
cautious.” | £ ter | 

Count B To- morrow at the Maſquerade, 
we may loſe her. 

Lady Wrong: We mall be obſerv d. IU end | + 
you a Note, and fettle the Aﬀair—go on with! 
the Girl, and don't mind, me. - | ; | 

Count Baſe, I have been taking your Part, my little 
Angel. 

Lady Wrong. Jenny! come hither, Child—— vou 
mult not be ſo haſty, my Dear only adviſe you for 3 your | 

ood, | 
l Jenny. Ves, Mama; but when I am told of a Thing 
before Company, it always makes me worſe, you Know. 

Man. If I have any Skill in the fair Sex, Miſs and 


ber Mamma have only quarrel'd, becauſe they are both of 


a Mind. 
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a Mind. This facetious Count ſeems to have made a very | 
genteel Step into the Family. Aide. | 


Enter RAT: IL Manly talks apart with "48 ] 


Lady Wrong. Well, Sir Francis, and what News have 
you brought us from Weftminfter, To-day ? 

Sir Fran. News, Madam? T'cod! I have ſfome—and 
ſuch as does not come every Day, I can tell you a 
Word in your Ear——T have got a Promiſe of a Place at 
Court of a thouſand Pawnd a Year already. 

Lady Wrong. Have you fo, Sir? And pray who may 
you thank for't ? Now! who's in the right? Is not this 
better than throwing ſc much away, after a ſtinking - Pack 


* of Fox-hounds, in the Country ? Now your Fami y may 


be the better for it ! 
Sir Fran. Nay ! that's what perſuaded me to come up, 


my Dove. 


Lady Wrong. Mighty well -let me be 
another hundred Pounds then. 


Sir Fran. Another! Child ? Waunds ! you have had 


EI 


one hundred this Morning, pray what's become of that, 


my Dear ? | 

Lady Wrong. What's become of it ? why Tit mes you, 
my Love! Jenny!] have you the Bilis about you E wy 

Jenny. Les, Mamma. 

er Wrong. What's become of it ? why laid out, my 
Dear, with fifty more to it, that I was forc'd to borrow of 
the Count here. 

Fenny. Yes indeed, Papa, a that would hardly do 
neither There's th Account. 

Sir Fran. [Turning over the Bills.) Let' $ ſee! ! let s fee!” 
what the Devil have we got here? 

Man. Then you, have ſounded tits Aunt, you” 
fay, and ſhe readily comes into all I propos'd to 

ou ? 

Myr. Sir, T'll anſwer, with my Life, ſhe is 
moſt thankfully yours in every * She 
mightily deſires to ſee you, Sir. > Apart. 

Man. I am going home, directly: Diiog her | 


to my Houſe in half an Hour ; and if ſhe makes 
good what you tell me, you ſhall both find your 


Account 1 in it. j 


* Sir, ſhe ſhall not fail you. 5 
Sir 
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Sir Fran. Ods-life? Madam, here's nothing but Toys 
and Trinkets, and Fans, and Clock Stockings, by whole- 
ſale. . 

Lady Wrong. There's nothing but what's proper, and 
for your Credit, Sir Francis Nay, you ſee I am fo 
good a Houſewife, that in Neceſlaries for myſelf, I have 
icarce laid out a Shilling. , 

Sir Fran. No, by my Troth, ſo it ſeems ; for the Devil 
o* one thing's here, that I can ſee you have any Occaſion 
for ! | 

Lady Wrong. My Dear! do you think I came hither 
to live out of the Faſhion ? why, the greateſt Diſtinction 
of a fine Lady in this Town, is in the Variety of pretty 
Things that ſhe has no Occaſion for. 

Jenny. Sure, Papa, could you imagine, that Women 
of Quality wanted nothing but Stays and Petticoats? 

Lady Wrong. Now, that is ſo like him! 

Man. So! the Family comes on finely. [ A/ide.] 
Lady Wrong. Lard, if Men were always to govern, 
what Dowdies would they reduce their Wives to! | 

Sir Fran. An hundred Pounds in the Morning, and 
want another afore Night! Waunds and Fire! the Lord 

Mayor of London could not hold it at this rate! 

Man. O! do you feel it, Sir? [A/ide.] 

Lady Wrong. My Dear, you ſeem unealy ; let me have 
the hundred Pounds, and compole yourſelf, | 
Sir Fran. Compoſe the Devil, Madam !, why, do you 
conſider what a hundred Pound a Day comes to in a 
r nd {i „ 5 
Lady Wrong, My Life, if I account with you from one 
Day to another, that's really all my Head is able to bear 
at atime——Bour I'll tell you what I confider-——T con- 
ſider that my Advice has got you a thouſand Pounds a Vear 
this Mornin That now methinks you might conſider, 
Sir. ry E ex: 4 TT . = | 3 

Sir Fran. A thouſand a Vear? Wounds, Madam, but 
I have not touch'd a Penny of it yet! | | | 
Man. Nor never will, I'll anſwer for him. [Aſide.] 


* "4% 1; 
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Enter Squire Richard, 


Squ. Rich. Feyther, an you doan't come quickly, the 
Meat will be coal'd ; and I'd fain pick a Bit with you. 

Lady Wrong. Bleſs me, Sir Francis! you are not going 
to ſup by yourſelf! n 1 xj 
12 : - ir 
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Sir Fran. No, but I'm going to dine by myſelf, and 


that's pretty near the Matter, Madam. 


Lady Wrong. Had not 97 as good ſtay a little, m 
Dear? we ſhall all cat in half an Hour; and I was ard 


ing to alk my Couſin Mazly to take a Family Morſel 


with us. 
Sir Fran. Nay, for my Couſin's good Company, IL 


don't care if I ride a Day's Journey without baiting. 
Man. By no means, Sir Frances, I am going upon a 


little Buſineſs. 


Sir Frau. Well, Sit, I know you don't- love Compli- 


ments. 
Man. You'll 0 me, Madam 


Lady . Since you have Buſineſs, Sir—— 
[Exit 2 


Enter Mrs. Mother! ly. 4 


O, Mrs. Motheriy! you were ſaying this Mor ning, you 
had ſome very fine Lace to ſhew me can't I ſee it now? 


[$:r Francis flares.}] 


Moth. Why, really Madam, I had made a ſort of a 
Promiſe to let the Counteſs of 'Nzcely have the firſt Sight 


of it for the Birth- 475 But your Ladyſhip — 


Lady Wrong. O I die if T don't 2 it before her. 


Squ- Rich. Woan't you goa, Feyther? 
Sir Frau. Waunds! Lad, 1 ſhall” ha” noa . 


Stomach at this Rate f 
Moth. Well, Madam, though I ay it, 'tis 1 ſweeteſt 
and for eee... 


no Cobweb comes up to it! 
Sir Fran. Ods Guts and Gizard, Madam . Lade as 


fine as a Cobweb! hy, What the Devil's Tad to coſt 
now? 


Moth: Nays. Sir Francis ad not like of it, Ma- 


dam 
Lady Wrong, He like it! Dear Mrs. Motherly he is 


not to wear it. 
Sir Fran. Fleſh, Madam, but 1 ſuppoſe I am to pay 


Lady Wrong. No doubt on't! Think of your thouſand 


a Year, and who got it you, go! eat your Dinner, and 


be thankful, go. Driving bim to the Door.] Come, 


Hrs. Motherly. | 


[ Exit Lady Wrenghead wth Mrs Motherly. 
dir 
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Sir Fran. Very fine! fo here J mun faſt, "till E am 
almoſt famiſh'd' for the Good of my Country; while 
Madam is laying me out an hundred Pounds a Day in 
Lace, as fine as a Cobweb, for the Honour of my Fami- 
ly ! Ods-fleſh ! Things had need go well at this rate! 

Squ. Rich. Nay, nay——come, Feyther, 

: | [ Exit Sir Francis.. 


Enter Mrs.. Motherly. 


Moth. Madam, my Lady deſires you and the Count 
will pleaſe to come and aſſiſt her Fancy in ſome of the 
new Laces. | | 

Count Baſ. We'll wait upon her 

| [Exit Mrs, Motherly. 

Jenny. So! I told you how it was! you ſee the can't 
bear to leave us together. 1 | 

Count Baſ. No matter, my Dear: You know ſhe has 
ask'd me to ſtay Supper: So, when your Papa and ſhe 
are a-bed, Mrs. Myrtilla will let me into the Houſe 
again; then you may ſteal into her Chamber; and we'll. 
have a pretty Sneaker of Punch together. 

52 0 Ay, ay, Madam, you may command me any* 
thing. | 

er. Well ! that will be pure! 

Count Baſ. But you had beſt go to her. alone, my 
Life: it will look better if T come after you. 

Fenny. Ay, ſo it will: And to-morrow, you know, at 
the Maſquerade. And then! hey! 0h, Til have a 
Husband ! ay, marry, &c. [Exit fanging. . 

Myr. So, Sir! am not I very commode to you? 
Count Baſ. Well, Child! and don't you find your 
Account in it? did not I tell: you we might ſtill be of Uſe 
to one another? 125 5 l 
Mr. Well, but how ſtands your Affair with Miſs, in 
the main? | | 

Count Baſ. O ſhe's mad for the Maſquerade ] it drives 
like a Nail, we want nothing now but à Parſon, to clinch 
it. Did not your Aunt fay ſhe could get one at a ſhort 
Warning ? 5 © 

Myr, Yes, yes, my Lord Townly's Chaplain is her 
Couſin, you know; he'll do your Buſineſs and mine, at the 
ſame time. | 

Count Baſ. O! it's true | but where ſhall we apppoint 
him ? 


Mr. 
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Myr. Why, you know my Lady Toaungy's Houſe is 
always open to the Maſques upon a Ball n before they 
go to the Hay-market. 

Count Baſ. Good. 

Myr. Now the Doctor purpoſes, we ſhould all come 
thither in our Habiis, and when the Rooms are full, we 
may ſteal up into his Chamber, he ſays, and there — 
erack——he'l] give us all Canonical Commiſſion to go to 
Bed together. 

Count Baſ. Admirable! Well, the Devil fetch me, if 
I ſhall not be heartily glad to ſee thee well ſettled, 
Child. 

Myr. And may the Black Gentleman tuck me under 
his Arm at the ſame time, if I ſhall not think Ws ob- 
lig d to you, as long as I live. 

Count Baſ. One Kits for old Acquaintance ſake 
I'gad I ſhall want to be buſy again! 
yr. O you'll have one ſhortly will find you Cables. 

ment: But I muſt run to my Squire. 
Count Baſ. And I to the Ladies ſo your humble 
Servant, ſweet Mrs. Wronghead. | 

Myr. Yours, as in' Duty bound, moſt noble Count 
Baſet. \ {Exit Myr. 
Count Baſ. Why ay! Count! That Title has been 
of ſome Uſe to me indeed! not that I have any more Pre- 
tence to it, than I have to a blue Riband. Yet, I have 
- made a pretty conſiderable Figure in Life with it : I have 
JlolF'd in my own Chariot, dealt at Aſſemblies, din'd with 
_ Ambaſſadors, and made one at Quadrille, with the firſt 
Women . of Quality But Tempora mutantur 
ſince that damn'd Squadron at White's have left me out 
of their laſt Secret, I am reduced to trade upon my own 

Stock of Induſtry, and make my laſt Puſh upon a Wife: 
If my Card comes up right (which I think can't fail) 
I ſhall once more cut a Figure, and cock my Hat in the 


Face of the beſt of them! For ſince our modern Men of 


Fortune are Fol wiſe enough to be Sharpers: 1 think 
Sharpers are ools that don't take up the Airs of Men of 
| Quality. | Exit. 


ACT 
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ACT V.. L 
SCENE, Lord Townly's Houſe. 
Enter Manly and Lady Grace. 


. ſomething, Madam, hangs upon 
. your Mind, To-day: Is it unfit to truſt me 
with it? | 5 : 

Lady Grace. Since you will know-—=my Siſter then 
————— unhappy Woman | : 

Man, What of her ? 

Lady Grace. I tear is on the Brink of Ruin! + 

Man. I am ſorry for it—what has happened? 

Lady Grace. Nothing ſo very new | but the continual 
Repetition of it, at laſt has rais'd my Brother to an In- 
temperance that I tremble at, 

Man. Have they had any Words upgn it? 

Lady Grace. He has not ſeen her lince Yeſterday, 

Man. What! not at home all Night | . 

Lady Grace. About five this Morning in ſhe came! 
but with ſuch Looks, and ſuch an Equipage of Misfor- 
tunes at her Heels——what can become of her? 

Man. Has not my Lord ſeen her, ſay you? 

Lady Grace. No! he chang'd his Bed laſt Night——1I 
ſat with him alone till twelve, in Expectation of her: 
But when the Clock ſtruck, he ftarted from his Chair, 
and grew incens'd to that Degree, that had I not, almoſt 
on my Knees, difluaded him, he had ordered the Doors 
that Inſtant to have been locked againf her. 

Man. How terrible is his Situation? when the moſt. 
juſtifiable Severities he can uſe againſt her, are liable to 
be the Mirth of all the diſſolute Card-Tables in Town! 
Lady Grace. Tis that, I know, has made him bear fo 
long: But you that feel for him, Mr. Mazly, will aſſiſt 

him to ſupport his Honour, and, if pofiible, preſerve his 
Quiet! therefore I beg you don't leave the Houſe, till one 
or both of them can be wrought to better 'Temper. 

Man. How amiable is this Concern, in you 

Lady Grace. For Heaven's fake don't mind me, but 
think on ſomething to preſerve us all. 

Man. I ſhall net. take the Merit of obeying your Com- 
mands, Madam, to ſerve my Lord but pray, Ma- 
dam, let me into all that has palt, ſince TOO. ö 

| ady 
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Lady Grace. When my Intreaties had prevail'd upon 
my Lord, not to make a Story for the Town, by ſo pub- 
lic a Violence, as ſhutting her at once out of his Doors; 
he order'd the next Apartment to my Lady's, to be made 
ready for him while that was doing I try'd by all 
the little Arts I was Miſtreſs of, to amuſe him into 
Temper ; in ſhort, a filent Grief was all I could reduce 
him to———on this, we took our Leaves, and parted to 
our Repoſe : What his was, I imagine by my on: For 
I ne'er_clos'd my Eyes. About tive, as I told you, I 
heard my Lady at the Door; fo I ſlipt on a Gown, and 
fat almoſt an Hour with her, in her own: Chamber. 
K. What ſaid ſhe, when ſhe did not find my Lord 
there? 1 Toy e 
Lady Grace. Ol ſo far from being ſhock'd or alarm'd 
at it; that ſhe bleſs'd. the Occaſion! and ſaid, that in her 
Condition, the Chat of a Female Friend was far prefer - 
able to the beſt Huſband's Company in the World, 
e g. Where has ſhe Spirits to ſupport ſo much Inſen - 
llity ? | 5 
Lady Grace. Nay! tis incredible:! for though ſhe had 
loſt every Shilling ſhe had in the World, and ſtreteh'd 
her-Credit ev'n to breaking ; ſhe. raillied her own Follies 
with ſuch Vivacity, and painted the Penance, ſhe knows 
ſhe muſt undergo for them, in ſuch ridiculous: Lights, 
that had not my Concern for a Brother been too ſtrong for 
her Wit, ſhe had almoſt diſarm'd my Anger. 
Man. Her Mind may have another Caſt by this time: 
The moſt flagrant Diſpoſitions have their Hours of An- 
gui; which Pride conceals from Company; But pray, 
Madam, how could ſhe avoid coming down to dine? 
Lady Grace. O! ſhe took care of that before ſhe: went 
10 Bed; by ordering her Woman, whenever ſhe was-aſk'd 
for, to ſay, ſhe was not well. 
Bear You have ſeen her ſince ſhe was up, I pre- 
ume? | | e 1 | n 
Lady Grace. Up! I queſtion whether ſhe be awake 
| 4 Ma Terrible! What a Figure does ſhe make now! 
That Nature ſhould throw away ſo much Beauty upon. a 
Creature, to make ſuch a ſlatternly Uſe of it F +. 
Lady Grace. O fy there is not a more elegant Beauty 
in Town, when ſhe's. dreſme. 
Man. In my Eye, Madam, ſhe that's early: dreſt, has 
len times her Elegance. Bir FCA. 8 Lady 
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Lady Grace. But ſhe won't be long now, I believe: 


Forl 7 I ſe: her Chocolate going up — Mrs. Trufty, 
a hem! | 


Mrs. Truſty comes to. the Door. 


Man. [ Afide.] Five o'Clock in the Afternoon, for a 
Lady of Quality's Breakfaſt, is an elegant Hour indeed 
which to ſhew her more polite way of living too, I pre- 
ſume, ſhe eats in her Bed. - | 

Lady Grace. [To Mrs. Truſty.] And when ſhe is up, 
1 would be glad ſhe would let me come to her Toilet. 
That's all, Mrs, Trufty, | | | E 
Truſty. I will be ſure to let her Ladyſhip know, Ma- 
dam. | [Exit Mrs. Truſty. 


Enter a Servant, - 


Serv. Sir Francis Wronghead, Sir defires to ſpeak with 
Ou. | | | : | 
a Man. He comes unſeaſonably——what ſhall I do with 
him ! LE ee, 743 | 
Lady Grace. O ſee him by all means, we ſhall have 
time enough; in the mean while I'll ſtep in, and have an 
Eye upon my Brother. Nay, don't mind me you 
have Buſineſs. | | | 
Man. You muſt be obey'd——\ Retreating while Lady 

OM Grace goes out.] „ 
Deſire Sir Francis to walk in [Exit Servant. 
I ſuppoſe by this time his wiſe Worſhip begins to find, 
_ the Balance of his Journey to Landon is on the wrong 
m_ A | | 


g Enter Sir Francis. 
Sir Francis, your Servant; how came I by the Favour of 
this extraordinary Viſit ? 1 
Sir Fran. Ah! Couſin! 
Man. Why that ſorrowful Face, Man? 
Sir Fran. I have no Friend alive but you 
Man. I am ſorry for that but what's the Mat- 
ter ? | | TY 
Sir Frau. I have play'd the Fool by this Journey, I 
ſee now for my bitter Wife : 
Man. What of her? | 
Sir Fran. Is playing the Devil |. 


Man.. 
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Man. Why truly, that's a part that moſt of your fine 
Ladies begin. with, as ſoon as they get to London. | 
Sir Fran, If I am a living Man, Couſin, ſhe has made 
away with above two ee and fifty Pounds ſince Yeſ- 
terday Morning! 
Man. Hah! I fee a good Houſewife will do a great 
deal of Work in a little time. 
dir Frau. Work, do you call it! Fine Work indeed ! : 
Man. Well, but "how do you mean made away with it? 


What, me has laid it out, may be——but I ſuppoſe you 


have an Account of it. 
Sir Fran. Yes, yes, I have had the Account indeed! 
but I mun needs ſay, it's a very ſorry one, 
Man. Pray, let's hear, 
A Fran. Why, firſt I let her have an hundred and gf. 
„ to get things handſome about her, to let the World 
2 that I was ſomebody! and I thought that Sum was ve- 
57 enteel. 
an. Indeed I think ſo; and in the Country, might 
have ſerv'd her a Twelve-month. 
Sir Fran. Why, ſo it might——but here in this fine 
Tawn, forſooth ! it could not get through four and twen- 
ty Hours for in half that time, it was all ſquander'd 
8 in Bawbles, and new-faſhion'd Sir From: 
Man. Ol 0 Ladies in London, r ancis, all this 
mi ht be neceſſary. 
| 2 2 Fran. Noa! theere's the Plague on t! the Devil o' 
one uſeful Thing do I ſee for it, but two pair of lac'd 


Shoes, and thoſe ſtand me in three Pounds three Shillings 


2 Pair too. 

Man. Dear Sir! this is nothing 4 Why we have City 
Wives here, that while their no Man 1s ſelling three 
Penny worth of Sugar, will give twenty Pound for a ſhort 
Apron. 

Sir Fran, Mercy on us What a mortal poor Devil is 


.a Huſband ! 


Man. Well, but 1 hope, you have nothing elſe to com- 
plain of! 

Sir Fran. Ah 1 would I could ſay ſo too—but: there's 
another hundred behind. yet, that goes more to — Heart, 


than all that went before it. 


Man. And how might that be diſpoſed of? | 
Sir Fran. Troth I am almoſt aſham'd to tell „ „ 
Man. Out with it. , 
Sir Fran. Why the has been at an Aſſembly. | a 

4 N. 
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Man. What, ſince I ſaw you! I thought you had. all 
ſupt at home laſt Night? : 8 1 

Sir Fran. Why, ſo we did — and all as merry as 
Grigs——Tcod ! my Heart was fo open; that I toſfs'd 
another hundred into her Apron, to go out early this 
Morning with —But the Cloth was no ſooner taken 
away, than in comes my Lady Toxwnly here, (——who 
between you and I mum! has had the Devil to pay 
yonder ) with another rantipole Dame of Quality, and 
out they muſt have her, they ſaid, to introduce her at my 
Lady Neble's Aſſembly forſooth- a few Words, you 
may be ſure, made the Bargain ſo, bawnce ! and away 
they drive as if the Devil had got into the Coach-box—fo 
about four or five in the Morning——home comes Ma- 
dam, with her Eyes a Foot deep in her Head and m 
poor hundred Pounds left behind her at the Hazard-Table. 
Man. All loſt at Dice ; ps 

Sir Fran, Every Shilling——among a Parcel of Pig- 
tail Puppies, and pale-fac'd Women of Quality. 

Man. But pray, Sir Francis, how came you, after you 
found her ſv ill an Houſewife of one Sum, ſo ſoon to 
truſt her with another ? | ICS 

Sir Fran. Why truly, I mun ſay that was partly my 
own Fault : For if I had not been a Blab of my Tongue, 
I believe that laſt hundred might have been ſav'd. 

Man. How ſo? . | 

Sir Fran. Why, like an Owl as I was, out of Good- 
will, forſooth, partly to keep her in Humour, I muſt 
needs tell her of the thouſand Pounds a Year, I had juſt 
got the Promiſe of ——T'cod ! ſhe Jays her Claws upon it 
that Moment ſaid it was all 'owing to her Advice, 
and truly ſhe would have her Share on't. | : 

Man. What, before you had it yourſelf ? 1 

Sir Fran. Why ay! that's what I told her My 
Dear, ſaid I, mayhap I mayn't receive the firſt Quarter 
on't this half Vear. Aae * 

Man. Sir Francis, J have heard you with a great deal of 
Patience, and J really feel Compaſſion for you. 5 

Sir Fran. Truly, and well you may, Couſin, for I 
don't ſee that my Wife's Goodneſs is a Bit the better, for 
bringing to Lon dom. Flv 
Man. If you remember I gave you a Hint of it. 
Sir Fran. Why ay, it's true you did ſo: But the Devil 
himſelf could not have believ d ſhe would have rid Poſt to 


him. 2 N 
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Man. Sir, if you ſtay but a Fortnight in this Town, 

you will every Day ſee hundreds as faſt upon the Gallop, as 
e is 5 | 


* 


Sir Fran. Ah! this London is a baſe Place indeed 
waunds, if Things ſhould. happen to go wrong with me 
at Weſtminſter, at this rate, how the Devil ſhall J keep out 
of a Jail? | WE 
Man. Why truly, there ſeems to me but one way to 
avoid it, | 1 
Sir Fran. Ah! would you could tell me that, Couſin. 
Man. The way lies plain before you, Sir; the ſame 
Road that brought you hither will carry you ſafe home 
again. Th 5 | 
Sir Fran. Ods fleſh ! Couſin, what! and leave a thou- 
ſand Pounds a Year behind me? | 
Mun. Pooh! pooh! leave any thing behind you, but 
your Family, and you are a Saver by it. T7 
Sir Fran. Ay, but confider, Couſin, what a ſcurvy 
Figure ſhall I make in the Country, if I come dawn 
withawrt it! 
Man. You will make a much more lamentable Figure 
in a Jail without it. Cs 
Sir Fran. Mayhap at yow have no great Opinion of it 
then, Couſin? 5 7 3 Mo 
Man. Sir Francis, to do you the Service of a real 
Friend, I muſt ſpeak very plainly to you : You don't yet 
-T& half the Ruin that's before you ß 
Sir Fran. Good-lack ! how may yow mean, Couſin ? - 
Man. In one Word, your whole Affairs ſtand thus 
In a Week you'll loſe your Seat at Weſtminſter: In a 
Fortnight my Lady will run you into Jail, by keeping the 
beſt Company In four and twenty Hours, your 
Daughter will run away with a Sharper, becauſe ſhe han't 
been us'd to better Company: And your Son will ſteal 
into Marriage with a Caſt-Miſtreſs, becauſe he has not 
been uſed to any Company at all. Y 311d a1 fra 
Sir Fran, I' th' Name o' Goodneſs why ſhould you think 
all this? | F, 3: 
Man. Becauſe I have Proof of it; in ſhort, I know ſo 
much of their Secrets, that if all this is not prevented To- 
night, it will be out of your Power to do it To-morrow \ 
I 


Yo 1 TY SE OTH? 
Sir Fran. Mercy upon us! you frighten me Well, 
Sir, I will be govern'd by yo.]: But what am I to do in 
this Caſe? g | ; * 
N : an, 
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Man. I have not time here to give you proper Inſtruc- 


tions: But about eight this Evening, I'll call at your 


Lodgings; and there you ſhall have full Conviction, how 
much I have it at Heart to ſerve you. A 


| Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, my Lord deſires to ſpeak with you. 

Man. I'll wait upon him. 

Sir Fran. Well then, I'll go ſtraight home, naw. - 

Man. At Eight depend upon me. 

Sir Fran. Ah! dear Couſin ! I ſhall be bound to you as 
long as I live. Mercy deliver us ! what a terrible Journey 
have I made on't ! e LExeunt ſeverally, 


The SCE N E opens to a Dreſſing Room. Lady Townly, 
as juſt up, walks to ber Toilet, leaning on Mrs. Truſty. 


 Truſ, Dear Madam, what ſhould make your Ladyſhip 


ſo out of Order! | 


Lady Town. How is it poſſible to be well, where one is 
kill'd for want of -Sleep ? | iN 


Truſ. Dear me! it was ſo long before you rung, Ma- 
dam, I was in hopes your Ladyſhip had been finely com- 


pos d. fe AF ; 1 
Lady Town. Compos di why I have lain in an Inn 


here! this Houſe is worſe than an Inn with- ten Stage 
Coaches! What between my Lord's impertinent People of 
Buſineſs in a Morning, and the intolerable thick Shoes of 
Footmen at Noon, one has not a Wink all Night, 

Truſ. Indeed, Madam, it's a great Pity my Lord can't 
be perſuaded into the Hours of People of Quality 
Though I muſt ſay that, Madam, your Ladyſhip is cer- 
tainly the beſt Matrimonial Manager in Town. ; 

Lady Town. Oh! you are quite miſtaken, Traſiy! I 
. 


manage very ill ! for notwithſtanding all the Power 1 


by never being over fond of my Lord——yet I want Mo- 
ney infinitely oftener than he 1s willing to give it me. 
Truſ. Ah, if his Lordſhip could but be brought to play 
himſelf, Madam, then he might feel what it is to want 
1 TIT TS 1-13; e rr 
Lady Tun. Oh! don't talk of it! do you know that 


I am undone, Trufty ? 1 
Truſ. Merey forbid, Madam | 


Lady 


po 3a too late 


4 — 
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Lady Town. Broke! ruin'd ! plunder'd '——tripp', | 
even to a Confiſcation of my laſt Guinea, 
TFfruſ. You don't tell me fo, Madam | | 

Lady Town. And where to raiſe ten Pounds in | the 
World —— W hat is to be done, Trufty ? 
 Truf. Truly, I wiſh I were wiſe enough to tell you 
Madam : But may be your Ladyſhip may have a run of 
better Fortune, upon lome of the pod Company that 
comes here To- night. 

Lady Town. But I have not a lingle | Guinea to try my 


Fortune! | 
Truſty. Ha! chat bed Buſineſs indeed, Madam— 1 


| Adad! I have athought i in n my Head, Madam, if it is not 


Lady 7 oö. oe with i it ue nh then, I beſeech thee ! 
Trufty. Has not the Steward ſomething of fifty Pou | 
REC that you left in his Hands, to pay fomeb body = 
bout this tine 
Lady Town. O! ay! Thad forgot as to—a— 
what's his filthy Name? nf | 
Traſfy. Now I remember, Madam, 'twas to Mr. Lute- 
| Firing your old Mercer, that your Ladyſhip turn'd. of, | 
about a Year ago, becaufe he would wor you no longer. 
Lady Town. The very Wretch! if hel has not paid it, 
run quickly, Dear Trufty,. and bid him Sg it hither im- 
mediately [Exit Truſty,] Well! lure mortal Wo- 
man never had ſuch Fortune: Five! Five, and Nine, 
againſt poor Seven ſor ever! fl No! after that hor- 
rid Bar of „ ee that Lady Wrongheud's- fatal red 
Fiſt upon the Table, I ſaw it was impoſſible, ev, to win 
another- Stake Sit up all Night! Joſe all oe Mo- 
ney! dream of winning Thouſands! wake witffoat 'A 
Muli! and then — how like a Hag I look! In ſhort 
the Pleafures of Life, are not worth this Diforder 
If it were not for Shame now, I could almoſt think Lady 
Grace's ſober Scheme not quite ſo ridiculous If m 
wiſe Lord could but hold his Tongue for a Week, 'tis 
odds, but I ſhould hate the Town in a Fettffght——But 
T will not be driven out of it, chat s poſitive Bey re- 
"urns. ] | N Ay 
Truſ. O Madam there is no bearing it d Won WEL. 
ring was juſt let in at the Door, as I came tothe Stair 
Foot; and the Steward is now 7 paying him the 


LE in the Hall. 
| {Lady 
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Lady Town. Run to the Stair-cafe Head again 
and —.— to him, that I muſt ibeak with kim this In- 
ſtant. [ Truſty runs out, aud ſpeats.] 
Truſ. Mr. Poundage a hem! Mr. 
Poundage, a Word with you, quickl x.. 
oh und. Lilia. by il come to you mu” | 52:0 
ſently. e 
7. 7 Preſently won't do, Man, you muff 
come this Minute. * Ne 

. Pound. I am but juſt paying a! lietts Money, Without. 

ere. EY 

Truſ. Cods my Life! paying Money is 

the Man diſtracted? Come here I tell you, 

to my Lady, this Mome ent ert [ruſty 

returns. ; 3 : 
Lady Toabn. will the Monſter come or noi - 
"'T 7. Ves, I hear him now, n he is hobbling up. 

as falt as he can,” 8 
Lady Town. Don't let him come in—for he will keep 

ſuch a babbling about his Accounts, —my Brain is not 

able to bear him. [Poundage | comes to the Door with a 

M ey- ogy, + in bis Hand.] 

Truſ. Ol it's well you are come, Sir! where's the fifty 
ound ? fs 
Pound. Why here it is 3 if you had not been in ſuch 

haſte; F ſhould have paid it by this time the Man s 

now writing a Receipt, below, for it. 

els No matter! my Lady ſays, you muſt not pay 3 


— 


with at Money, there is not enough, it ſeems; there's a 
Piſtol! , and a Guinea, that is not good, in it be- 
eis a Miſtake in the Account too ¶ Twitching 


* from bim. ] But ſhe is not at Leiſure to examine it 
4 fo you muſt bid Mars Yeats JEASTG call an- 
th. time. | 
Lady Town. What i is all that Noiſe there] ? 
Pound. Why, an it pleaſe your Ladyſhip- 
Lady Town. Pr'ythee! don't plague me now, but do as 
you were order'd. 


od 


- Pound. Nay, what your Ladyſhip pleaſes, Madam— 
[Exit Poundage. 
— | Truf. There they are, Madam Pours the Money out 
Ty of the Bag.) The prett 7 Things were ſo near fall- 
ie ing into a naſty Tradeſman's Hands, I proteſt it made me 


tremble for them I fancy your Ladyſhip had as good 
y give me that bad Guinea, for Luck's ſake————thank 
you, * ti akes a Guinea.) 


= 
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Lady Town. Why, I did not bid you take it. 

Truſ. No, but your Ladyſhip look d as if you were uk 
going to bid me, and fo I was willing to ſave you the 

rouble of ſpeaking, Madam. 

Lady Town. Well! thou haſt deſery'd it, and ſo, for 
once but hark ! dont I hear the Man making a Noiſe 
te of Though I think now we may compound for A 


ittle of his ill Humour 


I'll liſten. 
1440 4 Town. Pr'ythee do. [Truſty goes to the Door. ] 
Tec Ay ! they are at it, Madam he's in a bitter Paſ. 
Fg with poor Poundage— bleſs me ! I believe he'll beat 


him—Mercy on us; how the Wretch ſwears ! 


Lady Town. And a ſober Citizen too ! that's a Shame | 
Tru Ha! I think all's filent, of a ſudden - may be 
th Porter has knock'd him down—T'll ſtep and ee 
[Exit Truſty. 
Lady Town. Thoſe Trades-people are the troubleſom- 
eſt Creatures ! no Words will ſatisfy them ! [Truſty re- 


turns. ] 
Truſ. O Madam! undone ! undone! My Lord has ruſt 


bolted out upon the Man, and is hearing all his pitiful 
Story over if your Ladyſhip pleaſes af come hither, 
you may hear him yourſelf. 

Lady Town. No matter: It will come round preſently ; 

I ſhall have it from my Lord, without loſin = a Word 7 
the Way, I'll warrant you. 

: Truſ. O lud! Madam! here's my. Lord juſt coming 
in. 
Lady Town. Do you get out of the way then. [Exit 
T ruſty.] I am afraid I want Spirits! but he will ſoon give 


| em me. 


Enter fond 6 


Lord Togaun. How comes it, Madam, that a Tradeſman 


dares be clamorous in my Houſe, for Money due to him, 


from you? 
Lady Town. You don't expect, my ord, that I ſhould 
anſwer for other People's Impertinence 
Lord Town. I expect, Madam, you ſhould anſwer for 
ur own Extravagances, that are the Occaſion of it 


I thought I had given you Money three Months 805 to 


ſatisfy all theſe ſort of People 
Lady Tt van. Ves, but you ſee they neyer are to de fa- 


tisfied, » 
Lord 
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Lord Town. Nor am I, Madam, longer to be abus'd 
thus I what's become of the laſt five hundred 1 gave 

ou ? / | 7 
7 Lady Town. Gone. | 

Lord Town. Gone ! what way, Madam ? ST 
Lady Town. Half the Town over, I believe, by this 
time. 5 3 
Lord Town. Tis well ! I fee Ruin will make no Im- 
preſſion, till it falls upon you. | | 

Lady Town. In ſhort, my Lord, if Money is always 
the Subject of our Converſation, I ſhall make you no 
Anſwer. | 15 : 

Lord Town. Madam, Madam! I will be heard, and 
make you Anſwer. ti | . 
Lady Town. Make me ! then T muſt tell you, my 
Lord, this is a Language I have not been us'd to, and I 
won't bear it. EG : oo | 

Lord Town. Come! come, Madam, you ſhall bear a 
great deal more, before I part with you. 6; 

Lady Town. My Lord, if you inſult me, you will 
have as much to bear, on your Side, I can aſſure you. 

Lord Town, Pooh l your Spirit grows ridiculous 
you have neither Honour, Worth, or Innocence, to 
ſupport it! | he 3 
Lady Town. Yowll find, at leaſt, J have Reſentment 
and do you look well to the Provocation |! ; : 

Lord Town. After thoſe you have given me, Madam, 
*tis almoſt infamous to talk with you. : 

Lady Town. I ſcorn your Imputation, and your Me- 
naces! The narrowneſs of your Heart's your Monitor ! tis 
there! there, my Loid, you are wounded; you have leſs 
to complain of than many Huſbands of an equal Rank to 
vou. 5 f 
. Lord Town. Death, Madam! do you preſume upon 
your corporal Merit! that your Perſon's leſs tainted, than 
your Mind | is it there! there alone an honeit Huſband can 
be injur'd ? Have you not every other Vice that can de- 

- baſe your Birth, or ſtain the Heart of Woman? Is not 
your Health, your Beauty, Huſband, Fortune, Famil 

diſclaim'd, for Nights conſum'd in Riot and Extravagance? 
The Wanton does no more; if ſhe conceals her Shame, 
does leis: And ſufe the Diſſolute ayow'd, as ſorely wrongs 
my Honour, and my Quiet. \ | \ 
Lady Town». I ſe, my Lord, what fort of Wife might 
pleaſe you, | | 


= Lord 


| 
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Tord Town. Ungrateful Woman! could you have ſeen 

yourſelf, you in yourſelf had ſeen her I am amaz'd 
our Legiſlature has left no Precedent of a Divorce for 
this more viſible injury, this Adultery of the Mind, as 
well as that of the Perſon l when a Woman's whole 
Heart is alienated to Pleaſures I have no Share in, what 
is't to me, whether a black Ace, or a powder'd Cox+ 


comb has Poſſeſſion of it? 


Lady Town. If you have not found it yet, my Lord; 
this is not the way to get Foſſeſſion of mine, depend 


upon it. 


'Loid Town, That, Madam, I have long deſpair'd of; 
and ur ce our Happineis cannot be mutual, tis fit, that 
with our Hearts, our Perſons too ſhould ſeparate 
This Rouſe you ſleep no more in 1 Tho' your Con- 
tent might groſly feed upon the Diſhonour of a Huſ- 
band, 2 my Deſires would ſtarve upon the Features of 
a Wife. | | a 
Lady Town. Your Stile, my Lord, is much of the ſame 
Delicacy with your Sentiments of Honour To 

Lord Tos. Madam, Madam ! this is no time for 
Compliments——T1I have done with you. 

Lady Town. If we had never met, my Lord, I had 
not broke my Heart for it! but have a\ care! I may 
not, perhaps, be ſo eaſily recall'd as you imagine. 
Tord Town. Recall'd ! Who's there ? 


Enter a Servant. © 


Defire my Siſter and Mr. Manly to walk up. 

Lady Town. My Lord, you may proceed as you pleaſe, 
but pray what Indiſcretions have I committed, that are 
not daily practis d by a hundred other Women of 


| ality ? 1 : | | = 
Mul Town. Tis not the Number of ill Wives, Madam, 


that makes the Patience of a Husband leſs contemp- 
tible : and tho” a bad one may be the beſt Man's Lot, yet 
he'll make a better Figure in the World, that keeps his 
Misfortunes out of 2 than he that tamely keeps 
them within. | ; 
Lady Town. I don't know what Figure you may 
make, my Lord, but I ſhall have no Reaſon to be aſham'd 


of mine, in whatever Company I may meet you. 


Lord Town. Be ſparing of your Spirit, Madam, you'll 
need it to ſupport you, "Ws 5 


Enter 
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Enter Lady Grace and Manly. 
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Mr. Manly, I have an act of Friendſhip to beg of you, 
| Pay wants more Apologies, than Words can make 
or it. | 
Man. Then pray make none, my Lord, that I may 
have the greater Merit in obliging you. het 
Lord Town. Siſter, I have the ſame Excuſe to intreat 
of you too. ; 
Lady Grace. To your Requeſt, I beg, my Lord. 
Lord Town. Thus then——as you both were preſent 
at my ill-conſider'd Marriage, I now defire you each will 
be a Witneſs of my determin'd Separation — ] know, 
Sir, your Good-nature, and my Siſter's muſt be ſhock'd 
at the Office I impoſe on you! But, as I don't aſł your 
. Juſtification of my Cauſe; ſo I hope you are conſcious 
that an ill Woman can't reproach you, if you are 
ſilent upon her Side. | | 
Man. My Lord, I never thought, *till now, it could 
be difficult to oblige you. . 
Lady Grace. ¶Aſide.] Heavens! how I tremble! _ 
Lord Town. For you, my Lady Townly, I need not 
here repeat the Provocations of my parting with you 
the World, I fear, is too well inform'd of them For 
the good Lord, your dead Father's fake, I will til} ſup- 
Port you, as his Daughter As the Lord Townly's 
Wife, you have had every thing a fond Huſband could 
beſtow, and (to our mutual Shame I ſpeak it) more than 
happy Wives defire——But thoſe Indulgences muſt end! 
State, Equipage, and Splendor, but ill become the Vices 
that miſuſe em The decent Neceſſaries of Life ſhall 
be ſupply d but not one Article to Luxury! Not 
even the Coach, that waits to carry you from hence, ſhall 
you ever uſe again!] Your tender Aunt, my Lady Lowe- 
more, with Tears, this Morning, has conſented to receive 
you; where, if Time and your Condition, bring you to 
a due Reflection, your Allowance ſhall be increas'd 
But, if you ſtill are laviſh of your little, or pine for paſt 
liceatious Pleaſures, that little ſhall be leſs! nor will I call 
that Soul my Friend, that names you in my Hearing 
Lady Grace. My Heart bleeds for her! [A4/ide.] - 
Lord Town. O Manly! look there! turn back thy 
Thoughts with me, and witneſs to my growing Love! 
there was a time when I believ'd that Form incapable of 
N 3 | Vice 
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Vice or of Decay } There I propoſed the Partner of an eafy 
Home ! There! I, for ever, hoped to find, a chearful 
Companion, an agreeable Intimate, a faithful Friend, a 
uſeful Help-mate, and a tender Mother——But oh! how 
Þitter now the Diſappointment! . | | 
Man. The World is different in its Senſe of Happineſs; 


'Offended as you are, I know you will ſtill be juſt, 


Lord Toon. Fear me not. 5 | 
Man. This laſt Reproach, I fee, has ſtruck her. [ Alide. 
Lord Toon. No, let me not (though I this Moment * 
her from my Heart for ever) let me not urge her Puniſn- 
ment beyond her Crimes——1 know the World is fond of 
any Tale that feeds its appetite of Scandal: And as I am 
-conſc1ous, Severities of this kind ſeldom fail of Imputa- 
tions too groſs to mention, I here, before you both, ac» 
quit her of the leaſt Suſpicion rais'd againſt the Honour of 
my Bed. Therefore, when abroad her Conduct may be 
queſtion'd, do her Fame that Juſtice. * 
Lady Town. O Siſter! [Turns to Lady Grace æueeping.] 
Lord Town. When I am ſpoken of, where without Fa- 


your this Action may be. canvaſs'd, relate but half my Pro- 


vocations, and give me up to Cenſure. [Gozng.)] 
Lady Town. Support me! ſave me! hide me from the 


World [ Falls on Lady Grace's Neck.) 


Lord Town. [Returning.] I had forgot me You 
have no Share in my Reſentment, therefore, as you have 
liv'd in Friendſhip with her, your Parting may admit of 
gentler Terms than ſuit the Honour of an injur'd Hus- 


band. [Offers 10 go out.] 5 


Man. ¶ Inter pofing.] My Lord, you muſt not, ſhall not 
leave her thus! One Moment's Stay can do your Cauſe no 
Wrong ! If Looks can ſpeak the Anguiſh of the Heart, 
I'll anſwer with my Life, there's ſomething labouring in 


her Mind, that would you bear the hearing, might deſerve - 


it. 8 | | 

Lord Town. Conſider! fince we no more can meet; 

preſs not my ſtaying, to inſult her. = | 
Lady Towwn. Yet ftay, my Lord——the little I would 


ſay, will not deſerve an Inſult; and undeſery'd, I know 
your Nature gives it not. But as you've call'd in Friends, 
to witneſs your Reſentment, let them be equal Hearers of 
my laſt Reply. ng f . 

Lord Town. I ſhan't refuſe you that, Madam be it 


Lady 


— 


— 


A JOURNEY TO LONDON. 295 
Lady Town. My Lord, you ever have complain'd I 
wanted Love; but as you kindly have allowed I never 
gave it to another; ſo when you hear the Story of my 
eart, though you may ſtill complain, you will not won- 
der at my Coldneſs. Foe 94 
Lady Grace. This promiſes a Reverſe of Temper, 
LApart.] | 465 | 
Man, This, my Lord, you are concern'd to hear ! 
Lord Town. Proceed, I am attentive. | 
Lady Town. Before I was your Bride, my Lord, the 
flattering World had talk'd me into Beauty ; which, at my 
Glaſs, my youthful Vanity confirm'd ; wild with that 
Fame, I thought mankind my Slaves, I triumph'd over 
Hearts while all my Pleaſure was their Pain: Yet was my 
own ſo equally inſenſible to all, that when a Father's firm 
Commands enjoin'd me to make choice of one; I even 
there declin'd the Liberty he gave, and to his own Election 
yielded up my Youth his tender Care, my Lord, 
directed him to you Our Hands were -join'd } But 
ſtill my Heart was wedded to its Folly! My only Joy wes 
Power, Command, Society, Profuſeneſs, and to lead in 
Pleaſures! The Huſband's Right to rule, I thought a 
vulgar Law, which only the deform'd or meanly-ſpirited 
obey'd! I knew no Directors, but my Paſſions; no Maſ- 
ter, but my Will! Even you, my Lord, ſome time o'er- 
come by Love, was pleas'd with my Delights; nor, then, 
foreſaw this mad Miſuſe of your Indulgence And, 
though I call myſelf eee „ while I own it, yet, as a 
Truth, it cannot be deny'd—— That kind Indulgence has 
undone me! it added Strength to my habitual Failings, 
and in a Heart thus warm, in wild unthinking Life, no 
Wonder if the gentler Senſe of Love was loſt, 
Lord Town. O Manly ! where has this Crea- 
Apart. 


ture's Heart been buried? 
Man. If yet recoverable 
+ Treature? : 

Lady Town. What T have ſaid, my Lord, is not my 
Excuſe, but my Confeſſion ! my Errors (give 'em if you 
leaſe, a harder Name) cannot be defended! No! What's 
in its Nature wrong, no Words can palliate, no Plea can 
alter! What then remains in my Condition, but Reſigna- 
tion to your Pleaſure ? Time only can convince you of my 
future Conduct: Therefore, till! have liv'd an Object of 
Forgiveneſs, I dare not hope for Pardon The Pe- 
nance of a lonely contrite Life were little to the Innocent; 


How vaſt a 
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but to have deſerv'd this Separation, will ſtrew perpetual 
Thorns upon my Pillove. | 
Lady Grace. O happy, heavenly Hearing | 
Lady Town. Siſter, Farewel ! [ Xz/ing ber.] Your Vir. 


tue needs no Warning from the Shame that falls on me: 
But when you think I have aten'd my Follies paſt——per- 


ſaade your injur'd Brother to forgive them. 
Lord Town; No, Madam! Your Errors thus renounc'd, 
this Inſtant are forgotten ! So deep, ſo due a Senſc of them, 


has made ws what my utmoſt Wiſhes form'd, and all 


my Heart has ſigh'd for. | 
Lady Town. [Turning to Lady Grace, ] How odious 
does this Goodneſs make*me! | | 
Lady Grace. How amiable your thinking ſo ? 
Lord Town. Long-parted Friends, that paſs through 


eaſy Voyages of Life, receive but common Gladneſs in 


their Meeting: But from a Shipwreck. ſav'd, we mingle 
Tears with our Embraces! [ Embracing Lady T dwnly.} 
Lady Town, What Words! what Love! what Duty 
can repay ſuch Obligations ? | 
Lord Town. Preſerve but this Defire to pleaſe, your 
Power is endleſs! „ 
Lady Town. Oh ! ——till this Moment, never did I 


know, my Lord, I had a Heart to give you | 


Lord Town. By Heav'n! this yielding Hand, when 


firſt it gave you to my Wiſhes, preſented not a Treaſure 
more deſirable! O Manly! Siſter! as you have often 


ſnar'd in my Diſquiet, partake of my Felicity! my new- 


born joy! ſee here the Bride of my Deſires! This may 
be called my Wedding-da 7 


Lady Grace. Siſter ! (for now methinks that Name is 
dearer to my Heart than eyer) let me congratulate the 
Happineſs that opens to you. | 

Man. Long, long, and mutual may it flow“ 
Lord Town. To make our Happineſs compleat, my 
Dear, join here with me to give a Hand, that amply will 
repay the Obligation. 


Lady Town. Siſter ! a Day like this 


Lady Grace. Admits of no Excuſe againſt the general 
Joy. [Gives her Hand to Manly.) _ | 

Man. A. Joy like mine——deſpairs of Words to ſpeak 
3 | | | 
Lord Town. O Manly! how the Name of Friend en- 


. . dears the Brother! [Embracing bi n.] 
Manu. Your Words, my Lord, will warm me, to de- 
| ſerve them. | | Ls 5 


Enter 


aer s Servant. 3 TI 


Serv. My Lord, the Apartments are full of Maſque- 
raders —— And ſome People of Quality there defire 
to ſee your Lordſhip, and my Lady. | 

Lady | Town. I thought, my Lord, your Orders had: 
forbid this-rovelling 3c uo ahh pry ho 

Lord Town., No, my Dear, Manly has deſir d their 
Admittance to-night, it ſeems upon a particular Occaſion 
A ay we will wait upon them inſtantly, - 


[ Exit Servant. 


Lady Town. I ſhall be but ill Company to them. 
Lord Town. No matter: not to ſee them, would on a 
ſudden to be too particular. Lady Grace will aſſiſt you to 
entertain them. ers RTE, | 
Lady Town, With her, my Lord, I ſhall be always 
eaſy Siſter, to your unerring- Virtue, I now commit 


the Guidance of my future Days 


Never the Paths of Pleaſure more to tread, 

But where your guarded Innocence ſhall lead. 

For in the Marriage- ſtate the World muit own, . 
Divided Happineſs was never known. | 
Jo make it mutual, Nature points the way: | 
Let Husbands govern, gentle Wives obey, © [Exe. 


The SCENE opening to another: Apartment diſ- 
covers a great Number of People in Maſquerade talk- - 
ing all together, and. playing upon one auother : Lady 
Wronghead as a Shepherdeſs 3 Jenny, as a Nun; 
the Squire as a running Footman 3 and the Count in a 

Domino. After ſome time, Lord and Lady Townly, . 
with Lady Grace, enter to them unmask'd. 


Lord Town. So! here's a great deal of Company. 

Lady Grace. A great many People, my Lord, but no 
Company——as you'll find——for here's one nowy that 
ſeems to have a mind to entertain us. A Majk, after ſome 
affected Geſture, makes up to Lady Townly.] | 
_ Maſk, Well, dear Lady Townrly, ſhan't we ſee you, 
by and by ? 1. 

Lady Town. I don't know you, Madam. OT 

2 05 N 5 Maſt. 
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Maſk. Don't you, ſeriouſly ? In reali- Tone 
Lady Town. Nor by Te: : Af F 1 
Maſe. Well, that s charming; ; but can't you gueſs ? 
Lady Town. Yes, I could gueſs wrong, I believe. 
Maſk. That's what I'd have you do. 

Lady Town. But, Madam, if Idon't know vou at all, 
is not that as well? - 

Maſe. Ay, but you doknow me? 
Lady Town. Dear Siſter, take her off o- my Sands 3 
I no bearing this. ¶ Apart.) © . 

Grace. T fancy I know you, Madam. oy | 

: E I fancy you don” t: What makes you think you 

0? 
Lady Grace. Becauſe I have heard you talk. 
Maſe. Ay, but you don't know my Voice, I'm ſire, 
Lady Grace. There is ſomething in your Wit and Hu- 
mour, Madam, ſo very much your own, it is impoſſible 
you can be any Body but my Lady Trijle. - ; 

Maſk. ¶ Unmaſting. ] Der L/ Grace! thou art 2 

charming Creature. 

Lady Grace. Is there no Body elſe we know here ? 

Maſk. O dear, yes! I. have found out "Ry Anny. 

Lady Grace. Pray, who are they ? 

Maſe. O, charming Company! there's Lady Ramble 
Lady Riot——Lady Kill. are——Lady\Squander— 

Lady $trip——Lady Patina the Dutcheſs of 

Single-Guinea. 

Tord Town, Is it not hard, my Dear 1 that 

People of ' Senſe and Probity are ſometimes forc'd 

to ſeem fond of ſuch Company? 3 
Lady Town. My Lord, it will "VEN give Parts 

me Pain to remember their Acquaintance, but an 

none to drop it immediately. | 
Lady Grace. But you have given us no Wan of the 

Men, Madam Are they good for any thing? 

Maſe. O yes; you muſt know, I always find out. them 
by their Endeavors to find out me. | 

Lady Grace. Pray who are' they ? | | 

Maſt. Why, for your Men of Tip- top Wit and Plea- 


ſure, about Town, there's my Lord Bite- 
Lord Arch-wag- Young Brazen-wit Lord 
Timberdown- Lerd Foint- Life— and 


Lord Mortgage. Then, for your pretty en only 


taere 5 dir Fowuder- Peacock Lord 3 Bit 
Magpye 


— 
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Magßpye Beau Freghtful——Sir Paul Plafter-crown, 
and the Marquis of Monkey-man. | OY 

Lady Grace. Right! and theſe are the fine Gentlemen 
that never want Elbow-room at an Aſſembly. 

Maſz. The reſt J ſuppoſe, by their tawdry hired Habits, 
are Tradeſmens Wives, Inns-of-Court Beaux, Jews, 
and kept Miſtreſſes. 26k ; 

Lord Town. An admirable Collection! 

Lady Grace. Well, of all our Public Diverſions, J am 
amaz d how this that is ſo very expenſive, and has fo little 
to ſhew for it, can draw ſo much Company together. 

Lord Town. Ol if it were not expenſive, the better Sort 
would not come into it: And becauſe Money can pure 
hls a Ticket, the commoa People ſcorn to be kept out 
Of it, | h 

Maſk. Right, my Lord, poor Lady Grace! I ſuppoſe 
ou are under the ſame Aftoniſhment, that an Opera 
ſhould draw ſo much good Company. 

Lady Grace. Not at all, Madam; it's an eaſier matter 
ſure to gratify the Ear, than the Underſtanding. But 
have vou nc Notion, Madam, of receiving Pleaſure and 
Profit at the ſame time ? . | 

Maſt. Oh! quite none! unleſs it be ſometimes winning 
a great Stake; laying down a Pole, ſans prendre may 
* up, to the profitable Pleaſure you were ſpeaking. 
of. . | 
Lord Town. You ſeem attentive, my Dear ? 

Apart. 


Lady Town. lan, my Lord; and amaz'd at 
my own Follies, ſo ſtrongly painted in another 


Woman. 
Lady Grace. But ſee, my Lord, we had beſt adjourn our 


Debate, I believe, for here are ſome Maſks that ſeem 
to heve a mind to divert other People as well as them 
ſelves. 3 

Lord Town. The leaſt we can do is to give them a 
clea: Stage then. [A Dance of Maſts here in varicas 
Characters.) This was a Favour extraordinary. 


Enter Manly. 


O Manly ! I thought we had loft vou. | 
Man. I aſk Pardon, my Lord; but I have been ob- 
lig'd co look a little after my Country Family. E 
Lord Town, Well, pray, what have you done with 
them? 
| „ 
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Man. They are all in the Houſe here, among the 
Maſks, my Lord; if your Lordſhip has Curioſity enough, 
to ſtep into a lower Apartment, in three Minutes I'll give 
you an ample Account of them. YE | 

Lord Town. O by all Means: We will wait upon 


you. [The Scene ſhuts upon the Maſzes to a ſmaller Apart- 
ment.] Sl | EY 


Manly re- enters with Sir Francis Wronghead. 


Sir Fran. Well, Couſin, you have made my very Hair 
ſtand on End! Waunds! if what you tell me be true, 
III ſtuff my whole Family into» a Stage-coach, and 
trundle them into the Country again on Monday Morn- 
19 4 | 
; "3 Stick to that, Sir, and we may yet find a way 
to redeem all; In the mean time, place yourſelf behind 
this Screen, and for the Truth of what IJ have told you, 
take the Evidence of your own Senſes : But be ſure you 
keep cloſe till I give you the Signal. | | 

Sir Fran. 'Sir! I'll warrant you Ah! my Lady, 
my Lady Wronghead ! What a bitter Buſineſs have you 
drawn me into ? A 

Man. Huſh! to your Peſt; here comes one Couple 
already. [Sir Francis retires behind the 'Screen.} 


Enter Myrtilla, <vith Squire Richard. 


Squ. Rich. What! is this the Doctor's Chamber? 
Mr. Yes, yes; ſpeak ſoftly. 
Squ. Rich. Well, but where is he? | 

Myr. He'll be ready for us preſently, but he ſays he 
can't do us the good Turn, without Witneſſes : So, when 
the Count and your Siſter come, you know he and you 
may be Fathers for one another. 
Squ. Rich. Well, well, Tit for Tat! ay, ay, that will 
be friendly: a ä 
Myr. And ſee! here they come. 


Enter Count Baſſet, and Miſs Jenny. 


Count Baſ. So, ſo, here's your Brother, and his Bride, 
before us, my Dear. 85 


Jenny. Well, I vow my Heart's at my Mouth ſtil!! 1 
thought I ſhould never have got rid of Mama! but while 


ſhe 


Fd 
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ſhe ſtood gaping upon the Dance, I gave her the lip ! 
Lawd! do Ga feel how it beats here. 1 F 


Count Baſ. O the pretty Flutterer ! I proteſt, my Dear, 
you have put mine into the ſame Palpitation ! ©. 


Fienny. Ah! you ſay fo but let's ſee now 


O Lud! I vow it thumps purely-——well, well, I ſee it 


will do, and ſo where's the Parſon ? ; 
Count Baſ. Mrs. Myrtilla, will you be ſo good as to ſee 
if the Doctor's ready for us? | | 
Myr. He only ſtaid for you, Sir: I'll fetch him imme. 
8 8 
Jenny. Pray, Sir, am not I to take Place of Mamma 
when I am a Counteſs? | 
Count Baſ. No doubt on't, my Dear. | 
Fenny. O Lud! how her Back will be up then, when 
ſhe meets me at an Aftembly ? or yuu and I in our Coach 
and Six, at Hyde- Park together? 
Count Baſ. Ay, or when ſhe hears the Box-keepers, at 
an Opera, call out The Counteſs of Baſſet's Serwants ! 
Jenny. Well, I ſay it, that will be delicious! And then, 
mayhap, to have a fine Gentleman with a Star and what- 
d'ye-call· um Ribbon, lead me to my Chair, with his Hat 
under his Arm all the way! Hold up, ſays the Chair- 
man, and ſo, ſays I, my Lord, your humble Servant. 1 
ſuppoſe, Madam, ſays he, we ſhall ſee you at my Lady 
Quadrille's! Ay, ay, to be ſure my Lord, fays I 


and away they trot, ſwing! ſwang ! wich my Taſſels dang- 
ling, and my Flambeaux blazing, and- Oh! it's 
a charming thing to be a Woman of Quality! 

Count Baſ. Well! I ſee that plainly, my Dear, there's 
ne er a Dutcheſs of em all will become an Equipage like 


ou. 
F Jenny. Well, well, do you find Equipage, and T'll 
find Airs, I warrant you. [L Sings. 

Squ. Rich, Troth! I think this maſquerading's the 
merrieſt Game that ever I ſaw in my Life! Tho'f in m 


mind, and there were but a little wreſtling, or cudgel- 


playing naw, it would help it hugely. But what a-rope 
makes the Parſon ſtay ſo? | 
Count Baſ. Oh! here he comes, I believe. | 


Enter 


> 


So 
in ſwops me, with my Hoop ftuffd up ro my Forehead! 
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Enter Myrtilla, With a Conftable. 


Conft. Well, Madam, pray which is the Party that 
wants a Spice of my Office here ? 

Myr. That's the Gentlman. | Pointing to the Count. 1 | 

Count Baſ. Hey-day! what in Maſquerade, Doctor? 

Conft. Doctor Tin, I believe you have miſtaken your 
Man: But if you are called Count Baſſet, I have a Billet- 
dux in my Hand for you, that will ſet you right preſent- 

"oh 
35 Baſ. What the Devil's the meaning of all this? 

Coxft. Only my Lord Chief Juſtice's Warrant n 
you for Forgery, Sir. 5 

Count Baſ. Blood and Thunder! 

Conſt. And fo, Sir, if you pleaſe to pull off your Fool's 
Frock there, I'll wait upon you to the next Juſtice of 
Pages immediately. 

Fenny. O dear me! what's the matter? [Trembling. ] 

Count Baſ. O ! nothing, only a W Ys 
my Dear. 

Squ. Rich. Oh ho ! is that all ? 

Sir Fran. No, Sirrah !. that is not all \ [Sir Francis 


2 ſoftly * the Squire, knocks him down with his 
Cane. }] \ 


Enter Manly. 


Squ. Rich. O Lawd O Lawd! he has beaten my 
Brains out 

Man. Hold, hold, Sir 88 have a little r 8 
on my poor Godſon » pray Sir. 

Sir Fran. Waunds, Cozen, I han't Patience. | 

Count Baſ. Manly! nay, then I'm blown to be Dey fl. 


Aſide. 
b 22 O my Head! my Head ! 


Enter Lady een. 


Lady Wrong. What's the matter here, il ? for 
Heav'ns ſake l What are you murd'ring my Children? 

Conft. No, no, Madam! no Murder! only a little Suſ- - 
picion of Felony, that's all. 

Sir Fran. [To Jenny.] And for you, Mrs. Hot- upon i, 
I could find in my Heart to make you wear that Habit, as 


long as Jou live, you 8 you, Do you know, * 
at 
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that you were within two Minutes of marrying a Pick- 

. | 

Count Baſ. So, fo, all's out, I find. [A/ide.] 

Jenny. O the Mercy! why, pray, Papa, is not the 
Core Man of Quality hows TRE kc | 2 8 

Sir Fran. O yes! one of the unhang'd ones, it ſeems. 

Lady Wrony. [ Aſide.] Married! O the confident Thing. 
There was his urgent Buſineſs then——ſlighted for her! I 
han't Patience! and for aught I know, I have been all 
this while making a Friendſhip with a Highwayman ! 

Man. Mr. Conflable, ſecure there. | | 

Sir Fran, Ah, my Lady! my Lady! this comes of your 
Journey to London! but now I'll have a Frolic of my own, 
Madam ; therefore pack up your Trumpery this very Night, 
for the Moment my Horſes are able to crawl, you and your 
Brats ſhall make a Journey into the Country again. 

Lady Wrong. Indeed you are miſtaken, Sir Francis —— 
I ſhall not ſtir out of Town yet, I promiſe you. 

Sir Fran. Not ſtir! Waunds! Madam 

Man. Hold, Sir! —if you'll give me leave a little——T 
fancy I ſhall prevail with my Lady to think better on't. 

Sir Fran. Ah! Coulin, you area Friend indeed! 

Man. [ Apar! to my Lady] Look you, Madam, as to 
the Favour you deſign d me, in ſending this ſpurious Let- 
ter encloſed tv my Lady Grace, all the Revenge I have ta- 
ken, is to have ſav'd your Son and Daughter 1 ae Ruin— 
Now if you will take them fairly and -quietly into the 
Country again, Iwill fave your Ladyſhip from Ruin. 

Lady Wrong, What do you mean, Sir? 

Man. Why, Sir Francis fall never know what is 
in this Letter ; look upon it. How it came into my Hands 
you ſhall know at leiſure. OT. | EY 

Lady Vrong. Ha! my Billet-doux to the Count! and 
an Appointment in it! I ſhalk fink with Confuſion ! 
Man. What ſhall I fay to Sir Francis, Madam? 

Lady Wrong. Dear Sir, I am in ſuch a trembling! 
preſerve my Honour and J am all Obedience! [ Apari to 
Manly.] | ER | | 

Man, Sir Francis ray Lady is ready to receive 

your Commands for her Journey, when ever you pleaſe to 

appoint it. FIT | 

Sir Frau. Ah Couſin ! I doubt I am obliged to you 

for it. 3 | ; 

Man. Come, come, Sir Francis] take it, as you find 

it. Obedience in a Wife is a good Thing, though it were 
| never 


Ls 


7 


Come, Spouſe 
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never ſo wonderful! And now, Sir, we have x no- 
thing to do but to diſpoſe of this Gentleman. | 

Count Baſ. Mr. Manly! Sir, I hope you won rol me. 
* Man. Did not you forge this Note for five hundred 
Pounds, Sir ? 

Count Baſ. Sir——T fee you know the World, and 
: therefore I ſhall not pretend to prevaricate——But it has 

hurt no body yet, Sir! I beg you will not ſtigmatize me! 
fince you have ſpoil'd my Fortune in one Family, I hope 
you won't be fo cruel to a young Fellow, as to put it out 
of my Power, Sir, to make it in another, Sir? - 

Man. Look you, Sir, I have not much time to waſte : 
wich you : But if you expe&t Mercy yourſelf, you muſt 
ſhew it to one ycu have been cruel to. 

Count Baſ. Cruel, Sir! 

Man. Have you not ruin'd this young Woman ? 
Count Ba I, Sir! 

Man. I know you have——therefore you can't blame 
her, if, in the Fact yau are charg'd with, ſhe is a principal 
Witnels againſt you. However, you have one, and one 
only Chance to get off with. Marry hey this Inſtant 
and you take off her Evidence. 

Count Baf. Dear Sir! 

Man. No Words, Sir; a Wife or a Mittimus. | 

Count Baſ. Lord, Sir! this is the moſt unmerciful 
Meroy 

Man. A private Penance, or a public one 
table. SIT 
Count Baſ. Hold, Sir, fince you are pleas'd to give me 
my Choice; I will not make ſo ill a ge e to the 
Lady, as not to give her the Preference. 

Man. It muſt be done this Minute, Sir: the Chaplain 
you expected is ſtill within Call. 

Count Baſ. Well, Sir ——ſince it muſt be bo 
I am not the firſt of the en that 
has run his Head. Into one TOO to Maney it out of ano- 
ther. 

Mr. Come, Sir, don' t repine- Marriage i is, at worſt, 
but playing upon the Square. 
Count Baſ. Ay, but the worſt of the Match too, is the 
Devil. 
Man. Well, Sir, to let you ſee it is not ſo bad as you 
think it; as a Reward for her Honeſty, in detecting your 


Pratices inſtead of the Fg _ yur: "would have put 
upon 


Con- 
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upon her, there's a real one of five hundred Pounds, to 
begin a new Honey-moon with. [Gives it to Myrtilla.] 

Count Baſ. Sir, this is ſo generous an Act 
Man. No Compliments, dear Sir I am not at Lei- 
ſure now to receive them: Mr. Conflable, will you be fo 
good as to wait upon this Gentleman into the next Room, 
and give this Lady in Marriage to him? 
Conft. Sir, I'Il do it faithfully, | 
Count Baſ. Well! five hundred will ſerve to make a 
handſome Puſh with, however. 
[Exeuat Count, Myr. and Conſtable. 
Sir Frax. And that I may be ſure my Family's rid of 
him for ever come, my Lady, let's even take our Chil- 
dren along with us, and be all Witneſs of the Ceremony, 
[Exeunt Sir Fran, Lady Wrong. Miſs and Squire. 
Man. Now, my Lord, you may enter. | 


Enter Lord and Lady Townly, and Lady Grace, 


Lord Town. So, Sir, I give you Joy of your Negotia- 
tion, ; | 

Man. You overheard it all, I preſume? 

Lady Grace. From firſt to laſt, Sir. | 

Lord Town. Never were Knaves and Fools better diſ- 
pos'd of. - 

Man. A ſort of Poetical Juſtice, my Lord, not much 
above the Judgment of a modern Comedy. 

Lord Town. To heighten that Reſemblance, I think, 
Siſter, there only wants your rewarding the Hero of the 
Fable, by naming the Day of his Happineſs. 

Lady Grace. This Day, To-morrow, every Hour, I 
hope, of Life to come, will ſhew I want not Inclination to 
complete it. | 
| Man. Whatever I may want, Madam, you will al- 
ways find Endeavours to deſerve you. 

Lord Town. Then all are happy. | 

Lady Toon. Siſter! I give you Joy! conſummate as 
the happieſt Pair can boaſt, | | 


In 
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In you, methinks, as in a Glaſs, I ſee 

The Happineſs, that once advanc'd to me. 
So vilible the Bliſs, fo plain the Way, 
How was it poſſible my Senſe could itray? 
But now, a Convert, to this Truth, I come, | 
That married Happineſs is never found from Home, 


= 


\ 


E P'ILOGU E, 
| Spoken by Mrs. OLDFIELD. 


| M ETHINKS I hear ſome powader'd piers, 3 
| « Dams it ! this Wife reform'd has ſpoil 54 Play ! 
% The Coxcomb ſhould have drawn her more in Faſhion, 
% Hawe gratify'd her 2 Inclination, | : 
% Have tipt her a Gallant, and clinch'd the Prowocation. 
But there our Bard ſtopt ſhort : For 'tavere uncivil, 
hae made a modern Belle ali oer a Devil. 
He hop'd, in Honour of the Sex, the Age 
Weuli hear one mended Woman—on the Stage. 
From whence, you ſee by Common Senſe's Rules, 
Vives might be govern'd, were not Huſbands Fools, 
Whate'er by Nature Dames are prone to do, 
They ſeldom ſtray but when they govern you. 
When the wild Wife perceives her Deary tame, 
No Wonder then ſbe play: him all the Game. 
But Men of Senſe meet rarely that Di after ; 
Women take Pride, where Merit is their Maſter : 
Nay, /he that with a weak Man wiſely lives, 
Will ſeem t obey the due Commands he gives ! 
Happy Obedience is no more a Wonder, 
When Men are Men, and keep them kindly under. 
But modern Conſorts are 1 Higb-bred Creatures, 
They think a Huſband's Poauer degrades their Features; 
That nothing more preclaims a reigning Beauty, ; 
Than that ſhe never was reproach'd with Duty: 
And that the greateſt Bleſfing Heawwn e er ſent, 
Ts in a Spouſe, tncurious and content. | 
To grove ſuch Dames a diff reut Caft of Thought, 
By calling home the Mind, theſe Scenes were wrought. 
If avith a Hand too rude the J aſt is done, ; 


We hope the Scheme, by Lady Grace laid down, 
Will all fuch Freedom <with the Sex atone, 
That Virtue there unſoil d, by modiſb Art, 
Throws out Attractions for a Manly's Heart. i 
Fen | 04 


* 
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You, You, then, Ladies, whoſe unqueſtion'd Lived 
Give you the foremoſt Fame of happy Wives, 
Protect, for us Attempt, this helpleſs Play, 

Nor leave it to the vulgar Taſte a Prey 

Appear the frequent Champions of its Cauſe, 
Direct the Crowd and give yourſelves Applauſe. 


Sung by Mrs. CI B BER, in the Fourth Act. 
The Words by Mr. CARE v. 


0 H, I'll have a Huſband ! ay, marry ; 
For why ſhould I longer how wt fo 
For why ſhould I longer tarry 
| Than other briſk Girls have done? 
For if I ſtay, till I grow grey, Lk 
They'll call me old Maid, and fuſty old Jade; 
So I'll no longer tarry ; 
But I'll have a Huſband, ay, marry, 
If Money can buy me one. 


My Mother ſhe ſays I'm too coming; 
And ſtill in my Ears ſhe is drumming, 
And ftill in my Ears ſhe is drumming, 
That I ſuch vain Thoughts ſhou'd ſhun: 

My Siſters they cry, Oh fy ! and Oh ty! 

But yet I can ſee, 5 A as coming as me; 
So let me have Huſbands in plenty : 
I'd rather have twenty times twenty, 


Than die an Old Maid undone, 


Sung 


Sung by Mrs. CIBB ER, in the Fith Aa. 
The Words by Mr. CARRT. 


| T. 
HAT tho' they call me Coun | 
I read it N 2s my Glaſs, ay Las 
That for a Dutcheſs I might paſs ; 
Oh, could I ſee the Day! 
Would Fortune but attend my Call, 


At Park, at Play, at Ring and Ball, 


I'd brave the proudeſt of them all, | 
With a Stand by Clear the Way. 
t - | 


II. 


Surrounded by a Croud of Beaux, 5 
With ſmart Joupees, and powder'd Clothes, 


At Rivals I'll turn up my Noſe; | 
O, cou'd I ſee the Day! 450 


I'll dart ſuch Glances from theſe Eyes, & 


Shall make ſome Lord or Duke my Prize ; 
And then, Oh! how F ll tyrannik, | 
With a Stand by——Clear the 68 | 


"im? PG 


Oh! then for ev'ry new Delight, 

For Equipage and Diamonds bright, 

Quadrille, and Plays, and Balls at Night; 
Oh, could I ſee the Day ! : 

Of Love and Joy I'd take my Fill, 

The tedious Hours of Life to kill, 


In ew'ry thing I'd have my Will, 


With a Stand by——Clear the Way. 
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Mercantile Arithmetick : or, compendious Methods for 


rforming the principal ArithmeticalCalculations practiſed i 


y Merchants and Exchangers. By Daniel Dowling, 
Teacher of the Mathematicks. 45. 15 | 

Arithmetick in whole and. broken Numbers. Digeſted 
after a new Method, and chietly adapted to the Trade of 
Ireland. By Daniel Voſter. 28. 2d. | 
+ Arithmetick in the plaineſt and moſt conciſe Methods 
hitherto extant. With new Improvements for the Diſpatch 
of Buſineſs in all the ſeveral Rules. As alſo Fractions, - 
vulgar and decimal, wrought together after a new Method, 
that renders both ealy to be underſtood in their Nature and 
Ute. By George Fither. Bound 2s. 81d. 

Book-keeping methodiz d: or, a methodical Treatiſe of 
Merchant-accompts, according to the Italian Form. 
| Wherein the Theory of the Art is fully explained, and 
reduced to Practice, by Variety of ſuitable Examples in all 
the Branches of Trade. To which is added a large Ap- 

endix. By John Mair, A. M. The ſeventh and largeſt 
dition. Bound 38. 6d. | | 
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TRAGEDIES, at 64d. each. 


> An King Richard IIId. 
Athelſtwans Macbeth | 
Baniſhment of Cicero | Mourning Bride 
Coriolanus Mariamne 
Cymbeline Orphan ; 
Diſtreſt Mothe Romeo and Juliet 

Elvira FE Siege of Aquileia 
Gameſter Siege of Calais 
Henry the Eighth Spaniſh Fryar 
Jane Shore _ Tamerlane 
King Lear Zara | 


CO- 


. - ” 
"3-8 ; "5 , : 
" ; Py * * « A L 
wat, E * 5 — 5 
bh WW" OO; © P77 9 


1 | ' COMEDIES, at 64d. ap _ 
. Amorous Widow Clandeſtine Marriage | 


All in the Wrong Tove and Duty 4 
Beau's Stratagem Loyal Subjieedt 
Chances Marriage A-la-mode 5 
Careleſs Huſband Merry Wives of Windſer | 
Cutter of Coleman- ſtreet Non Juror W | 
Dupe Old Bachelor | 3 5 5 
n Man in his Humour Provok d Huſband N 
Efopi f Fe ©. 
Funexal _ JE. ,-- + 
Gameſter . School for Lovers gy 
Gil-Blas Tender Huſband 
Jealons Wife a . * Volpon Rivals 3 
To d =—_ olpone 5 | 
ve and a Bo TOM. pore dar 
+. - 17 6 I» © 1 8. „ 
Sms zd. forks Crew 5d. 
Capricious Lovers 63d. eggars Opera Eid. 
Love in a Village 64d. Royal She herd 3d. 
Maid of the Mill 63d. Midas = Ik „ 
Summer's . 1 ith * 233535 
+4 A R C E 8, at 4. 455 N 
Cheats of Scapin 8.74 * 
Contrivances 8 | 
Deuce is in Him Patron 
Edgar and Emmeline Polly Honeycomb 
Enchanter Rival Milliners 3 
Gentleman BG. © / Regiſter Office 0 
' _ _ Marriage A-la-mode. Repriſall „„ 
D Mayor-of Garrat. Walking Statue 27 
No one's N but his, Virgin ** 5 
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